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PREFACE 



T T is now generally acknowledged by our parochial Clergy 
that to take young children — say between the ages of 
four and twelve — to Church, and expect them to behave with 
attention and reverence throughout the long Morning and 
Evening Services and Sermons, is not only to tax infant en- 
durance beyond its powers, but also to incur the very serious 
risk of implanting a life-long distaste for public worship. 

Instead then of taking the little ones to Church and forcing 
them to attend to devotions which even their seniors find 
require the utmost self-concentration, the wise and mer- 
ciful custom has obtained of late of giving them a short 
cheerful Service in the school-room. This is an admirable 
way of turning the old Sunday morning's weariness into a 
delight; and then in Churches where there are three Services 
with Sermons, the afternoon may well be devoted specially 
to the young people. 

At these children's Services, whether held in the schools 
or in Church, catechising in some form ot oI^nsx ^^alsj^a.'^iissi 



vi Preface, 

forms the main vehicle of instruction ; but on particular oc- 
casions, such as the greater Festivals and Fasts, it may be 
well to vary this with stories designed to illustrate the par- 
ticular teaching of the day or season, followed of course by 
catechetical explanations. 

The putting these principles into practice led to the writ- 
ing of the earlier stories in this series, and the attention with 
which they were listened to, and the eagerness with which 
the after-questions were answered, encouraged me to con- 
tinue writing until most of the Church Seasons had been 
provided for. 

1 should be sufficiently rewarded were my little parables 
to find a welcome in the family circle and at the domestic 
fire-side ; but should they be thought worthy of a more . 
public hearing, and in any degree add to the growing at- 
tractiveness of children's Services, their end will be more 
than gained. And it does appear to me that to devote one 
out of the three ordinary Sunday Services to the children of 
the congregation, is a direct carrying out the will and wish 
of the Good Shepherd Himself Who, in the very forefront 
of His three-fold charge for the welfare of the flock He was 
about to withdraw from in the flesh, set the command " Feed 
My lambs." 

H. HOUSMAN. 

London, 
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SERMON STORIES. 



The Master's Return. 

** Take ye heed, watch and pray : for ye know not when the time is. 
For the Son of Man is as a man taking a far journey, who left his 
house, and gave authority to his servants, and to every man his work, 
and commanded the porter to watch." — S. Mark xiii. 33, 34. 

T F two books were placed before you, one with pictures, 
the other without, and you were asked which you 
would prefer to be taught from, I think you would all 
say, "From the one with the pictures, if you please." 
You know that your lesson would be pleasariter to learn, 
and easier to remember, if you had some sort of illustration 
to show you what the things described in the book were 
like. Now in just the same way there are many virtues and 

B 
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vices which are difficult to explain formally, but which we 
see and feel at once when made the subject of a story. 
Take for instance Unforgiveness. 

Unforgiveness is a state of mind which it would be hard to 
describe at length, but when we read the parable of the mer- 
ciless servant, and see that man who has just had an enor- 
mous debt forgiven him grip the throat of his fellow-servant 
who owed him only a hundred pence, and shout in his face, 
" Pay me that thou owest," you see in an instant what it is to 
be unforgiving. It might perplex you to tell a person what 
Mercy is, but only read to him the story of the good Sama- 
ritan, how he stopped to succour the wounded Jew on that 
road from Jerusalem to Jericho, how he tore up his own 
garment to staunch the man's wounds, and how he him- 
self walked all the rest of the journey that the fainting 
Jew might ride; only read that stor}'^ and you will not 
be asked for any further explanation of what mercy is. It 
is because most of us learn best when taught by stories 
that the common people of Palestine used to hear the 
Blessed Lord so gladly, for " without a parable," that is, a 
story, " spake He not unto them." 

So now, instead of preaching you a sermon on the text 
I have just read, I will try to put the lesson it teaches us 
into the form of a story. 
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Far away in that bright land where the sun is warmer and 
the flowers are larger than they are with us, a certain rich 
Lord owned a large and beautiful estate. So extensive was 
it that no one, even by climbing to the top of its highest 
mountain, could see it all at once. Much as he would see 
from such a height, still more lay beyond. 

In the midst of this great domain stood the Master's 
castle. It was built upon a hill,^ with foundations laid in 
the living rock ; while over its embattled roof waved the 
Master's banner bearing a device which his enemies hated, 
but which his followers regarded with passionate veneration 
and love.2 It was plain that the Master took great delight 
in his castle, for not only had he adorned it without so 
grandly that it was a joy to behold, but he had also spent 
the utmost care and thought upon its requirements within,* 
so that nothing might be wanting to make it altogether 
worthy for himself. And yet, at the time I am speaking 
of, he was not living in it, and had not been for many years, 
having left for another and still more magnificent palace* 
in a distant country. 

Now, to give you some idea of the care and forethought 
which this good Master showed towards his people, I 
must tell you what arrangements he made for their wel- 

1 S. Matth. xvi. i8. 2 Gal. vi. 14. 

5 Eph. V. 27. * S. John xiv. 2. 
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fare before he left them. Having called them together, 
he told them he was going away, at which they were 
troubled at heart. ^ They loved him so much that they 
did not believe they could possibly get on without him. 
Then he said that although he could not tell them how 
long he might be away^ he wished everything, both in 
the castle and all over the estate, to be kept in constant 
readiness for his return.* And in order that this his will 
might be carried out the better, he chose certain of his 
servants upon whose faithfulness he could depend, and ap- 
pointed them as his stewards.* They were to represent 
him in his absence, to see that his orders were carried out, to 
collect his dues, and to administer justice in his name.^ They 
were also to watch over the interest of the other tenants, to 
help them in trouble, -to counsel them in difficulty. If an 
enemy came to invade the estate or to carry off the people, 
they were to drive him away with unsparing vigour, and if 
any savage beasts made their appearance they were to 
attack and destroy them without mercy.® He also gaye 
orders for a table to be kept constantly spread in the 
castle, so that if any of his people were weary and hungry 
they might always find rest and refreshment,^ and this with- 

^ S. John xiv. i. ^ S, Mark xiii. 32. ^ g^ Mark xiii. 35. 

* Acts 1. 8. * S. Matth. xviii. 18. ® Acts xx. 29. 

7 Isa. Iv. I. 
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out anything to pay; and the stewards were to take care 
that all who came were made welcome. 

Having in this way given authority to the stewards, he 
next gave to every man his work,^ — something to be done 
for him in his absence. In so large an estate there was 
employment of every kind to be found, both honourable 
and lowly, difficult and easy, rough and fine. To every one 
work was given according as his Lord saw best, but what- 
ever it was, it was to be done as for him.^ The children at 
school and the labourers in the field, as much as the stewards 
in the castle, were to look upon their daily tasks as set by 
him, and each was to do his appointed work as well as he 
possibly could for the Master's sake. 

And when he had thus appointed each one his place and 
his task, he said that on his return he would richly reward 
all who had served him faithfiiUy in his absence, by pro- 
moting them to places of high honour,* but at the same time 
would severely punish the unfaithfiil and slothful. 

And lastly, he warned them that his coming again might 
be very sudden; nevertheless, lest they should be taken 
unawares, he promised that certain signs should be given 
by which they might know that he was near.* His last 
words at parting were to the chosen stewards, bidding them 

* S. Mark xiii. 34. 2 CqI. iii. 23. 

' S. Matth. xxiv. 47. * S. Matth. xxiv. 29. 
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observe all the things he had commanded, and to remem- 
ber that though absent from them in the body he would 
be always present with them in the spirit -} and as he passed 
out of the castle he called to the porter and commanded 
him earnestly to watch.^ 

Now when the stewards were left to themselves they 
thought of what their Lord had said, and as they thought, 
his words came back with wonderful distinctness.^ One 
of the first things they did was to write them down in a 
book, lest at any time they should be forgotten, and then 
they set themselves diligently to carry out his wishes and be 
true to their stewardship. 

But I must not forget to tell you, that before he left, the 
Lord of the castle had shown his people how they might 
communicate with him in his absence. For this purpose 
he had provided certain carrier pigeons trained to find their 
way from the castle to his palace in the far-off land,* and 
he promised that all messages sent to him in this manner 
should be answered just as certainly as if the tenants had 
spoken to him face to face. 

So, as I said, all things went on for a little while after the 
Master's departure as orderly and duly as during his stay. 
The stewards were continually upon the flat roof of the castle 

' S. Matth. xxviii. 20. * S. Mark xiii. 34. 

8 S. John xiv. 26. * S. John xiv. 13. 
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sending off the messenger birds with letters to their lord, 
telling him of their welfare and asking his advice.^ Morning 
and evening were considered the best times for sending off 
these messages, but some of the stewards made a point of 
despatching them three, four, or even seven times a day f 
and no message thus sent was ever lost or neglected. 

But before long some of the servants both in the castle 
and on the estate began to grow tired of always looking out 
for their Master,* and it was as much as the stewards could 
do to keep them up to their first watchfulness.* Even 
among the stewards there were some, now that the Master's 
eye was no longer upon them, who began to slacken in their 
diligence, and, what was worse, to quarrel amongst them- 
selves. Nothing could be more contrary to their Master's 
will than this, for it was breaking his very greatest com- 
mand, which was that they should love one another. But in 
spite of this the castle soon became the scene of many a 
fierce strife, many a long and angry dispute. And the 
more they quarrelled the less they watched, and it became 
evident that there were springing up in the castle two 
parties, those who served their Lord honestly and quietly, and 
those who only talked about him and wrangled in his name. 
These latter soon left off sending messages by the birds, 

* Acts ii. 46 ; X. 9. 2 Dan. vi. 10; Ps. Iv. 17 ; cxix. 164. 

' 2 Tim. iv. 3. ♦ 2 S. Pet. iii. I. 
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saying they received no answers, but the fact was they had 
no sooner despatched the pigeons from the house-top than 
they hurried down again to their favourite occupations, with- 
out waiting for the returning birds who would have brought 
them the Lord's gracious replies ; and so, because they were 
too careless to watch and wait, they threw the blame upon 
him, and accused him of forgetting his promise. 

And it was much the same with the tenants. They too 
for a time sent their messages with full particulars of their 
wants and requests, but most of them soon grew weary of 
doing so. They said they were too busy to spend time in 
this way. They had so many things to think of,^ they really 
could not spare the time. There were marriages to be ar- 
ranged, and visits to be paid; land had to be bought, 
houses built, and cattle chosen for the farms. Then the 
crops wanted constant looking after, so what with one thing 
or another the Master was forgotten, and as for his return, 
that they never so much as thought, about. 

But the time was drawing near. 

The faithful, watching stewards began to observe signs 
which they perceived could be none other than those which 
had been foretold, and they instantly spread the news 
that every one might prepare to receive their Lord and to 
produce his accounts. Only a few, however, believed the 

* S. Matth. xxiv. 38. 
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things they said. Abroad in the estate the people, what 
with their buying and selling, their building and planting, 
and their marryings and feastings, scoffed at the warning.^ 
But sad as this was, it was sadder still to see even some of 
the stewards so indolent and faithless as to turn a deaf ear 
to their faithful fellow-stewards.* They had more leisure 
than others for observing the signs, more opportunities of 
understanding what they meant, and yet they would not see, 
but wilfully shut their eyes when any one pointed them 
out. As for sending messages by the birds, they had long 
given up that They never allowed themselves even to 
think of the Master's return if they could help it, for the 
thought of it made their hearts sick.* But in spite of them- 
selves the suspicion would now and then flash across their 
minds that the return might take place some day, and that 
they might have to meet him face to face whose words 
they had forgotten, whose work they had neglected, whose 
love they had despised. 

But on the other hand, the faithful, earnest servants, 
whether stewards or tenants, watched all the more vigilantly,* 
and prepared themselves all the more carefully as they saw 
the time approaching.^ 

At last, after a day which had been strangely unlike any 

» 2 S. Pet iil 3, 4. 2 2 Thess. ii. 3. » Heb. x. 27. 

♦ Tit ii. 13. * Heb. x. 25. 
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other day, fearful sights began to appear in the sky as the 
sun went down. The moon seemed as if turned into blood, 
the stars did not shine as usual, while terrible meteors 
streamed luridly across the sky, while every now and then 
an earthquake would cause the very foundations of the rocks 
to tremble. 

The stewards who were watching on the roof of the 
castle, called aloud to their fellow-servants below to stand 
every one in his place, and hasten his work, for the 
Master was assuredly at hand. And when they had thus 
given warning to all, they continued to gaze upon the awful 
sight, and their hearts throbbed with the solemn joy of 
knowing they were about to behold the Master they had 
worked for so long, waited for so patiently, and loved so 
truly. They had fallen on their knees, and were lost in 
breathless expectation, when suddenly there appeared in the 
eastern sky his well-known sign,^ the sign which waved upon 
his banner, the sign they had never ceased to love and 
reverence. And then a wondrous silence fell upon the earth, 
like the hush of a multitude at the moment the king is about 
to appear. 

That night the slothful and wicked servants were hold- 
ing a feast in the castle,^ and from the banqueting hall 
there came forth sounds of shouting and singing, which 

^ S. Matth. xxiv. 30. ^ g. Matth. xxiv. 49. 
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told what reckless gluttony and drinking were going on 
within ; while high above the rest rang the voice of one who, 
having lorded it with a high hand all day among his fellow- 
servants,^ beating both men and women, had taken his place 
at the head of the table as leader of the revels. 

Wilder and wilder grew this godless mirth, when at mid- 
night the blast of a trumpet shook the castle from basement 
tp roof.^ So exceedingly loud and piercing was it, that 
all who had gone to rest sprang up in terror. Louder 
it grew, until even the faithful servants who had been 
watching and praying fell down and covered their faces; and 
the revellers, some so drunken they could not stand, some 
so gorged they could not speak — turned pale as death, and 
stared at each other in dismay. Some tried to get up and 
rush away from the table, but found they could not ; others 
endeavoured to cool their burning brows with water, but 
were unable to stretch forth their hand to reach it, while 
the leader, who had just felled one of Jhe waiting men 
to the ground with a blow which he was on the point of re- 
peating, now endeavoured to regain his seat, but found him- 
self arrested in the attitude of standing over the man with 
the cudgel in his hand, without the power to stir. As they 
were when the sound of the trumpet was heard, so must 
they stay till summoned before the Master,* and thus they 

' 2 Thess. ii. 4. ' I Cor. xv. $2. ' Rev. xxii, 11. 
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remained spell-bound as the cry rang from the lips of the 
watching servants on the roof, " Behold he cometh !"^ 

Equally general was the surprise and terror throughout 
the whole estate. Some indeed felt their cheeks flush and 
their hearts beat at the knowledge that their just and mer- 
ciful Lord was come to release them from their labours,^ 
and reward them according to his promises after all their 
watching and waiting.* But alas, the greater number saw 
they were not ready, and, shuddering at the punishment 
they knew they deserved for their unfaithfulness, rushed out 
of their houses, thinking to hide themselves in the night, 
when lo ! what was their horror at finding the night was 
turned to day !* Then in despair they cried to the rocks 
to fall and crush them, that so they might escape a 
worse fate.^ But all in vain. The Lord, accompanied by a 
vast body of attendants from his palace in the far-off land, 
sat down in terrible majesty upon a great white throne, and 
commanded every one to be summoned before him.® 
Those who had obeyed and served him in his absence were 
gathered to one side ; those who had despised or forgotten 
him to the other j7 and upon these, after their accounts were 
produced and their negligences proved, a most terrible sen- 

^ Rev. i. 7. 2 , s. Pet. i. 7, 8. » Rev. xxii. 12. 

* Ps. cxxxix. II, 12. * Rev. vi. 1$ — 17. * Rev. xx. 11. 
7 S. Matth. XXV. 33. 
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tence was passed, after which executioners came and led 
them away to inflict it.^ Each was punished accord- 
ing to his faithlessness, but the steward who had abused 
his Master's authority, beaten his fellow-servants, and been 
foremost in the drunkenness and the revelry, this man re- 
ceived a far more dreadful sentence than the others.^ 

Then spake the Lord of the castle to each who had 
worked for him, and watched for his return, "Well done, 
thou good and faithful servant : thou hast been faithful over 
a few things, I will make thee ruler over many things : enter 
thou into the joy of thy Lord f^ whereupon for each was 
brought forth a robe so white and glistering that it dazzled 
the eye to behold,* and a palm was put in his hand,^ and 
a fair crown upon his head.® But although, thus arrayed, all 
were beautiful, there were some more beautiful still than the 
others, and these were the stewards who had not only kept 
watch faithfully themselves, but had stirred up their fellow- 
servants also to prepare for the Master's retum.7 

And then with the singing of innumerable voices, and the 
music of celestial harps,® the Lord with all his attendants 

led the happy people towards the gateway of a city most 

• 

* S. Matth. xiii, 41, 42. 2 5. Matth. xxiv. 51. 
3 S. Matth. XXV. 21. * Rev. vi. 11. 

* Rev. vii. 9. • Wisd. v. 16. 

7 Dan. xii. 3. ^ Isa. xxxv. 10. 
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glorious, which had descended from heaven upon a moun- 
tain no great way off.^ Standing within its gates, which 
were formed each of a several pearl, the Lord kissed 
his true-hearted followers as they entered, and welcomed 
them to his home. And the inhabitants of that bright city, 
— ^fair and resplendent beings, welcomed them also ; and a 
feast was prepared, at which the Lord sat down with his 
rewarded ones, and they ate and drank with him.* 

But of all the joys which awaited those favoured servants, 
— that which they prized far above all others, was to be with 
their Lord again, to be with him for ever and ever, to be 
near him, to see his face, to sing his praise, and to worship 
before his throne.* 

This then is our Advent story, and I hope you see that 
its object is to remind us that we must all watch and wait 
for our Lord's Second Coming. For although He left the 
earth at His Ascension, we believe that He will come to be 
our Judge, and His reward will be with Him to give every 
man according as his work shall be.* 

And remember also that His command to watch is ad- 
dressed to us as much as to those He warned when on 
earth, for after uttering the words of the text He added : 

* Rev. xxi. 2. 2 s. Mark xiv. 25. 

' Rev. xxii. 4. * Rev. xxii. 12. 
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" Watch ye therefore : for ye know not when the Master of 
the house cometh, at even, or at midnight, or at the cock- 
crowing, or in the morning : lest coming suddenly He find 
you sleeping. And what I say unto you I say unto all, 
Watch." 



II. 

Christmas. 
The Captives. 

** The Spirit of the Lord is upon Me, because He hath anointed Me 
to preach the Gospel to the poor ; He hath sent Me to heal the broken- 
hearted, to preach deliverance to the captives." — S. Luke iv. i8. 

T TPON one of the short dark days which mark the close 
of the year I found myself — ^how I cannot tell — out- 
side what appeared to be an immense fortress. A wall, seem- 
ingly of endless length, and of no small height, overshadowed 
the road I was in. Now as I pondered what this building 
could be, whether fortress or prison, I heard from within 
songs of festivity and mirth, and I wondered to hear sounds 
so joyous arising from within walls so gloomy. 

As I walked on, still listening, I came to a gateway, and 
standing a little within saw one who kept it. Eager for an 
explanation of what appeared so strange, I begged to know 
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what place it was which walls so strong enclosed, who were 
its inhabitants, and why they were singing and shouting so 
loudly. 

Now if the building had filled me with wonder, still more 
did this porter or guard to whom I addressed these ques- 
tions. He was a young man, of a countenance so serenely 
beautiful that the very gazing upon it seemed to make 
one long to be holier. It beamed with that compassionate 
kindness which draws you at a glance. His long and 
flowing garment glistered like snow -} in fact his whole 
person seemed to shed light, just as the rose sheds 
fragrance. About his neck, by a chain of transparent 
gold, there hung a Holy Symbol which shone like a star, 
and in his hand was a book, into which he was looking 
with a strange earnestness.^ Closing the volume, he arose, 
and with a courtesy which was irresistibly winning replied, 
"Wouldst thou indeed know what place this is to which 
thou hast come, and who are the dwellers therein, and why 
they sing and shout so merrily to-day ? Come, then, follow 
me, and I will show thee all." 

So saying, he led me through the gateway, when lo ! a 

strange and unexpected sight presented itself; for if the 

walls by their length had given promise of a vast inclosure, 

the reality far surpassed all that could have been expected. 

1 S. Matth. xxviii. 3. ' I S. Pet. i. 12. 
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The space within seemed nothing less than a great country 
containing cities with their palaces, streets, shops, and 
houses of all sorts ; and even wide tracts of land with forests, 
villages, and farms; while the distant view was bounded 
by a line of mountains apparently of great height Every- 
where the inhabitants with which the region was thronged 
appeared to be keeping holiday ; very few were working, and 
the greater number, dressed in their gayest clothes, were 
assembled together in groups and family parties either 
eating and drinking, or playing at various games, while 
from time to time from the merry companies there arose the 
songs which I had heard outside the walls. But what asto- 
nished me above all, and which gave to the whole the weird 
semblance of some enchanted dream, was that all these 
people were captives, every one was wearing chains, some 
indeed wore but a few, others were bound with many, and 
none were free from them altogether. ^ Then in amazement 
I turned to my guide and said, 

" Sir, I perceive that this place is a prison." 
" You may well mistake it for one," he replied, " for such 
indeed it was for many ages, but now it is one no longer."^ 

" But," 1 rejoined, " if it is not a prison, surely the inha- 
bitants are captives, for they are all more or less tied and 
bound with chains." 

1 Ps. xiv. 3. 2 s^ L^ke xi. 21. 
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* " Trae," he said, " some very unwillingly, and these as a 
rule have the fewest chains, but others, so far from lament- 
ing their fettered condition, would not exchange it on any 
account for a better." 

More bewildered than ever at hearing this, I petitioned 
my conductor for the full history of such an extraordinary 
place and people; so sitting down upon a hill-side over- 
looking the greater part of the country, he began as 
follows : 

" This domain which you mistook for a prison was one, 
as I have told you, in former days, and still bears the ap- 
pearance of what it used to be. Now you must know that 
the King of this country has a powerful and wicked enemy, 
who, having been banished the court for rebellion and trea- 
son, set up here a rival kingdom,^ claiming the inhabitants 
as his subjects, and making them work for him in these 
chains. But the King, who is as good as he is powerful, 
did not permit these designs of his enemy to prosper, nor 
would he allow his people to endure so hopeless a cap- 
tivity. He has a Son who is the commander-in-chief of 
his army, and him in due time he sent to break the power 
of the enemy.^ The two met in single combat, and after a 
conflict which was long and exceedingly sharp,^ the King's 
Son, although he received no less than five deep wounds, 

> S. Luke iv. 6. » s. John Hi. 16. » Gen. iii. 15. 
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gained a triumphant victory over the adversary, and broke 
his power. Then in a loud voice he addressed the cap- 

•I 

'I tives, and said, * O my friends, ye are captives no longer, 

i! 

for ye and all your descendants who shall hereafter dwell in 
this part of my Father's dominions are free. And although 
I do not slay the enemy who laid these chains upon you, 
yet know that you all may now escape into that part of the 
realm where the King himself and I his Son dwell, and 
there the enemy hath no power to trouble you ; nor shall 
your chains hinder your escape, for as ye arise and travel 
towards your new home, they shall begin to drop off, 
and the moment you reach the gate which stands at the 
j entrance of the valley in yonder hills, which must be passed 

through in order to gain the land of liberty and joy, you 
will be freed from them altogether,^ and shall feel them 
again no more for ever.' So saying the Victorious Captain 
returned to the palace, but provided that all that he had 
said to the captives should be written in a Book, lest at 
any time they should be forgotten, and, in fact, that was 
the very Book I was reading when you approached the 
gate." 

" And did not all the inhabitants when they heard these 
gracious words spoken by him who to gain their freedom 
had received those five grievous wounds, did they not all 

* Rom. vi. 7. 
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immediately arise and prepare to depart from the land of 
their bondage ?" 

" Alas !" he answered, " strange as it is to tell, only a 
few, and those mostly of the poorer sort, seemed to care 
about their deliverance, the greater number stayed where 
they were, and took no notice of it,^ while some even treated 
both it and their Deliverer with scorn." 

" Surely," I could not refrain from exclaiming, " surely 
they must be under the spell of some wondrous enchant- 
ment,^ thus to despise their own advantage !" 

" You have guessed aright," he replied ; " when the enemy 
saw that his power was broken, he threw a spell over all the 
captives, in order that they might not know that they were 
captives, and so have no desire to arise and claim their free- 
dom. Very strange too are the effects of this enchantment 
— it makes them see things upside down, and call them by 
wrong names, so that they mistake black for white, darkness 
for light, evil for good, and bitter for sweet.^ But especially 
is it seen in causing them to forget their chains ; and, so far 
from desiring to be freed from them, to love them so much 
that nothing affronts them so keenly as to be advised to 
arise and shake them off.* Come," he continued, " and we 
will walk among the captives." 

1 S. Matth. xxii. 5. 2 Gal, iij, j, 

' Isa. V. 20. * S. John viii. 33. 
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Leaving the hill-side where we had been sitting, we soon 
found ourselves among the light-hearted groups who were 
spending the day in feasting and mirth. 

It was evident that only a few seemed to be aware of their 
bonds and fetters ; in fact, one more heavily laden than 
those about him, whom I could not refrain from asking 
whether his chains were not a sore weight and very grievous 
to be borne ? laughed aloud and answered, " Chains ! there 
are no chains upon me, your eyes deceive you, I am as 
free as the air,^ I go where I will and I do what I like. 
Some of my friends here are bound, I know," he added, 
looking over his shoulder, " but I am and always have been 
entirely at liberty." 

" Alas !" whispered my companion, as a cloud passed 
across the beauty of his brow. " You see how the spell 
works upon these people, and how it deprives them of the 
faculty of seeing themselves as they are, so that before any 
one resolves to arise and depart for the country of the King 
he must first become aware bf the fact that he is tied and 
bound. And although the King has commissioned numbers 
of those who are being made free themselves to persuade 
their fellows to seek their freedom also,^ you have no idea 
how difficult it is for them to get their words listened to and 
acted upon."* 

^ Rom. vi. 2a ^ S. Matth. xxviii. 19. ^ Rom. x. 16. 
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Now as we passed along, I noticed that the fetters and 
bonds which were upon the captives^ were not all alike, but 
of an endless variety of make and pattern. Some were ex- 
quisitely light and el^ant, others heavy and coarse, while 
some indeed were so exceeding strong as to make you 
think they must have been fidiged for beasts rather than 
men. Some were adorned with fair designs, and many were 
wreathed with flowers. Even the children wore such as were 
fitted to their age and strength. And as I stooped down 
to examine these fetters more closely I saw that each had a 
name stamped upon it, and these are some of the names I 
read : — ^adultery, fornication, uncleanness, lasciviousness, 
idolatry, witchcraft, hatred, variance, emulations, wrath, strife, 
seditions, heresies, envyings, murders, drunkenness, and re- 
vellings,* — the two last were frightfully common ; others bore 
the titles of self-conceit, pride, back-biting, gossiping, l3ang, 
and selfishness. Those which ^ere upon the children were 
commonly disobedience to parents,^ bad tempers, wilfulness, 
cruelty, and idleness. Very few, as I noticed before, wore 
only one chain, and these were chiefly the old ; most wore 
many, and some were completely covered, and these were 
ofl;en the merriest 

And now the singing rose more loudly than ever firom 

* Rom. iii. lo. ' Gal. v. 19 — 21. 

8 Eph. vi. I. 
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these innumerable groups, reminding me that I had not yet 
inquired of my guide what it meant. 

" Much as you have seen to marvel at," he replied, " you 
will be more astonished still when I tell you why this day 
is thus especially marked by festivity and mirth. It hap- 
pens to be the anniversary of the day when the Great Cap- 
tain, the Son of the King, came to this place to set the cap- 
tives free. That was many years ago, but the day is always 
kept in remembrance of the great event, and these songs 
you hear and this feasting you see are all in memory of the 
Deliverer." 

" What !" I cried in amazement, " can it be possible that 
all these captives are celebrating a deliverance which they 
are not, — ^at all events the greater number of them, — caring 
to profit by ?" 

"Alas ! it is even so," he answered sorrowfully, "and this 
is the saddest part of the delusion these people labour 
under ; and what makes it still more lamentable is the fact, 
as the Conqueror himself most plainly warned them, that 
one day all this country will be destroyed by a mighty fire,^ 
and then all who have not escaped from it in time will 
perish miserably in their chains." 

We now drew near to the road by which the wiser of the 
inhabitants were leaving the doomed place. They too were 

» 2 S. Pet. iii. 7. 
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singing thankful hymns to him who had invited them to 
his own land of freedom, and not only invited them, but 
also had shown them the way^ which of themselves they 
would never have discovered. It was a narrow* and not 
very easy way by which they went, and the sun beat upon 
it ; but by the goodness of the King there were fountains of 
water placed all along the road side, so that the travellers, as 
they grew faint,^ weary, and footsore, were never without the 
means of obtaining rest and refreshment And as we 
watched these pilgrims on their way it was easy to see how 
they hated the chains which hindered their progress by the 
earnest endeavours they made to get rid of them; and 
although none succeeded in liberating himself completely,* 
ever and anon, a fetter which had galled and hurt the wearer 
for many a year would drop off, so that there was one hin- 
drance less to his steps. Equally evident too was it that 
all alike were looking joyfully forward to the time when they 
should be set free entirely and for ever.^ 

And singing they went on their way towards the gate of 
the valley which led to the fair land beyond. It looked a 
rather dark valley,* but the pilgrims showed no signs of fear 
as they drew near to enter it,7 for they were thinking how 

* S. John xiv. 6. ^ S. Matth. viL 14. ^ S. John vi. 35. 

* S. John viii. 36. * Phil. i. 23. • Ps. xxiii. 4. 
7 I Cor. XV. 54. 
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soon they would now be set free, and how gladsome a thing 
it would be to see the good and gracious King of whom 
they had heard so much, and to gaze upon the face of his 
Son, their beloved Deliverer, to kiss the very wounds which 
he had received in saving them, and to thank him for all 
he had done. And singing they drew towards the dark 
gateway, and as one by one they entered it we lost sight of 
them, for we could not quite see what lay beyond, but from 
the sounds^ which came floating back to us on the calm 
evening air we could distinctly catch the fragments of music 
far more joyful than any we had heard them singing on this 
side Qf the gate. So we knew that their captivity was over, 
and that they were captives no longer, for their distant songs* 
told of freedom after bondage, of joy after suffering, of peace 
after toil and conflict, and of the exceeding rapture of being 
admitted into the presence of the Deliverer whom they had 
loved so long and longed so earnestly to behold,* of receiv- 
ing his welcome home, and of seeing him face to face.* 

* Isa, IL II. 2 Rev. v. 9, 10. 

8 I S. Pet i. 8. ^ Rev. xxii. 4. 



III. 

The Voyagers. 

" Brethren, the tune is short" — i Cor. vii. 29. 

T F you have ever stood upon the bank of a river and 
gazed quietly and thoughtfully upon the waters as they 
rippled past, you can well understand how people in all ages 
have felt that a stream is the fittest possible emblem of 
Time. You lingered half amused, half saddened perhaps, 
on the brink to watch the various things which floated past, 
but whatever they were, whether blossoms or fallen leaves, 
bits of grass or fluttering insects, they were soon carried out 
of sight by the current, and you never saw them again. It 
is possible that the old verse may at such a moment have 
come into your head, — 

*^ Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
Bears all its sons away ; 
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They die forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day."^ 

And you may have thought, " Well, I suppose we are some- 
thing like these somethings and nothings which the stream 
hurries along ! A different set of people was living here a 
hundred years ago from what there is now, and in another 
hundred we shall have given place to a new generation. 
And so the stream of Time * bears all its sons away/ " 

Now there is no occasion so seasonable for turning such 
thoughts as these to good account as New Year's Day. The 
old year with all its smiles and tears, its joys and sorrows, 
has just been rung out ; the new year with all its hopes and 
fears, its changes and chances which no one can foresee, 
rung in. At such a time we feel, and it is good and right 
that we should feel, that we are being borne onward as on 
some resistless river by that invisible stream of Time whose 
waters are the hours, and the days, and the years. It is 
good, I repeat, that we should feel now and then that we 
are being carried onward by a current which cannot stop,* 
because it is only when we do really feel it that we are in 
a state of mind to ask ourselves, " Where are we being 
carried to ?" This is indeed an important question. No- 
thing less than the issues of all eternity, so far as we are 

^ Hymns Ancient and Modem, 197. ' S. James iv. 14. 
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concerned, are hanging upon it And in order that you 
may see this in a very strong light, I will tell you the tale 
of a vessel which, in sailing down a river, mistook her 
course, and of what happened in consequence. 

Not long ago a vessel full of voyagers was sailing down 
one of the great rivers of the West. Happy voices arose 
from that bark as she glided along — voices of men and 
women full of hope for the good things the voyage was to 
win for them ; the voices also of merry children delighted 
with everything they saw. 

And the world did indeed seem all smiles that sunny 
morning, and the scented breath of the forest mingling with 
the breeze of the river made the air so fresh and sweet that 
it was a delight to breathe it. And so this company of 
light-hearted passengers, rejoicing in the bright sunshine, the 
gladdening breeze, and the noble scenery through which 
they were passing, went gaily along with the stream of the 
great river. 

Now there was just one thing which these travellers had 
forgotten. They did quite right to enjoy the delights around 
them,^ for God made this sweet world full of life and beauty 
in order that people might rejoice in it.^ Only before they 
gave themselves up in this way to the pleasures of the 
^ Eccles. xi. 9. . ' Ps. cxlv. 5. 
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voyage, it would have been wiser had they first of all made 
quite sure that they were on their proper course. The river 
they were sailing along, at a certain point which had now 
been passed, divided into two branches, flowing in very dif- 
ferent directions ; the right hand one going onward in a 
narrow^ and at times difficult current to the prosperous land 
where these voyagers all hoped to settle ; while the left hand 
one, after flowing in an easier and much broader channel, 
suddenly shot over a terrific precipice !^ So you see it was 
little less than madness for these travellers to give them- 
selves up to the delights of the journey or to dreams of its 
profits before they had ascertained whether the branch of 
the river they were on was the right one or not. 

They had been well cautioned as to the possibility of 
making a mistake, for the point where the river branched 
off" might easily be passed at night time or in the bewilder- 
ing mists of the morning, and so a mistake might be made 
quite unawares. And since this was the case, they were 
intreated to observe certain signs^ by which they might 
know where they were, so that in case the vessel had by 
mishap been carried astray, they might without loss of time 
put her about and retrace their course. 

And these were some of the signs they were instructed to 
judge by : — 

* S. Matth. vii. 13, 14. ^ Phil. iii. 19. ^ z Cor. xiii. $. 
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In the first place, as I said, the true course was narrower 
and more difficult to navigate than the other, especially at the 
commencement, being beset with shoals and sunken rocks,^ 
which it required the utmost care to avoid ; while on the 
left hand branch such obstacles were scarcely known. In 
the second place, the water of the right stream became both 
clearer and sweeter the farther they went,^ while on the con- 
trary that of the other grew more turbid and bitter the 
nearer the falls were approached. Then again, and this 
was a most certain sign, the natives of the country through 
which the true course lay, were hostile to all voyagers,* 
and tried to destroy them, either by laying snares in their 
way to wreck them, or by tempting them to land and then 
killing them or making them prisoners, or else by shoot- 
ing fiery arrows into the vessel, to set it on fire. Such in- 
variably was the conduct which those who were on the 
right course might expect from the natives, while voyagers 
down the other met with nothing but smiles and welcomes 
as they passed along.* 

So you see even had these been all, which was far from 
the fact, there was no lack of signs, had these people only 
taken the pains to observe them, which must have told 
them distinctly that they had taken the wrong branch, and 

^ Acts xiv. 22. 2 Heb. xii. ii. 

8 S. John xvi. 33. * S. John xv. 19. 
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were being carried onward to the destruction of those ter- 
rible falls. 

And scarcely a day passed but some voyager would awake 
to a sense of the possibility of danger. He would suddenly 
remember that the very ease and pleasure with which they 
were travelling, and the total absence of danger as they 
floated along the bosom of that ample stream, were in them- 
selves suspicious.^ He began to wonder how it was that it 
had never struck him that the welcomes and greetings which 
awaited them wherever they stopped were not at all like the 
hostile demonstrations they had been led to expect* Then, 
thoroughly alarmed, he would look well at the waters, and 
taste them, after which he could no longer conceal his alarm, 
but went in visible agitation to his friends and fellow-travel- 
lers to tell them what he had discovered. 

Strange as it may appear, these alarmed passengers found 
it the most difficult thing in the world to convince others of 
a mistake which to them appeared so evident -^ and when 
they found all their exertions to persuade them fruitless they 
took the first opportunity of quitting the ship,* and many, 
rather than remain in her one hour longer than was neces- 
sary, jumped overboard and swam ashore.^ Those who did 
thus make their escape often found it no easy matter to 

1 Ps. Ixxiii. 5. 2 s. Luke vi. 22, 26. ' Isa. liii. i. 

* Prov. xiv. 27, * 2 Cor. vi. 1 7. 
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retrace their steps. Sometimes they would take a boat when 
there was one to be had, and row laboriously back till they 
reached the fork of the river where the mistake had been 
made \ but they soon found out that to tug and toil against 
the stream is a very different thing from floating down with 
it.^ Others less fortunate were obliged to force their way 
back through the dense thickets which covered the country, 
and it was only with the utmost difficulty that even some of 
them, and these miserably torn with thorns, and all stained 
and bruised and footsore, regained their place upon the 
true course from which they had so fearfully wandered.^ 

One would have thought that when the mistake was first 
discovered every soul on board would have taken warning, 
and either reversed the course of the ship or, if too late for 
that, have left her without a moment's delay. But no ; from 
the indifference with which they received from time to time 
an account of the actual state of things you would have 
gathered that it was the most unimportant matter in the 
world whether they were passing along to the land they pro- 
fessed to be seeking, or to the deadly falls.* 

When a passenger, after convincing himself of the error 
that had been committed, told the others, some would mock 
and hint that he had lost his wits,* while others called him 

* Heb. xii. 17. ' i Cor. iii. 15. 

3 S. Matth. xii. 41. * 2 S. Pet. ii. 5. 
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coward and said he was afraid when there was nothing to 
fear. There were those, too, who would argue the point, 
and succeeded in convincing themselves perfectly that black 
was white and white black, that bitter was sweet and sweet 
bitter.^ But by far the greater number did not give them- 
selves the trouble to think about it at all. They were so 
busy in planning and scheming as to what they would do 
when they landed,^ and how they would make their fortunes, 
that they had not a moment to give to those tiresome people 
who plagued them with such warnings ; and besides these 
there were a few simpletons who, although they confessed 
that the signs were ominous, comforted themselves with 
some hazy idea that all would come right at last : — fools, to 
dream that the wrong course could have other than a fatally 
wrong ending ! 

And thus, with a few of her passengers escaping day by 
day, the rest buried in their schemes and plans,^ or idling 
away the voyage with frivolous amusements and trifles, the 
boat went slipping down that perilously easy current, draw- 
ing every day and every hour nearer to the terrific falls. 

The delightful sunny weather had now been left behind, 
and the doomed vessel hurried onward midst fogs and rains 
to the discomfort of the voyagers.* One dreary evening 

^ Isa. V. 20 ; Prov. xii. 15. ^ S. Luke xvii. 26. 

« S. Luke xii. 19. * Ps. xvi. 4. 
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just as the last glimmer of light was dying out of the sky, 
and the long winter night of unusual blackness was setting 
in, a sound as of a low continuous roar, very faint indeed, 
but quite distinct, was heard in the distance. The passengers, 
as they began to notice it, turned pale and looked anxiously 
at each other, but most of them agreed it was only some 
thunder-storm in the distance ; some called for more wine 
to make them forget all about it, while others gathered toge- 
ther in groups and even betrayed the alarm they were se- 
cretly feeling by trying to make themselves beheve it was 
nothing. " It must be all right," they said ; " there can't be 
any mistake ? if we had taken the wrong course we must 
have found it out long ago ? No, no, we have had a capital 
voyage, and shall soon arrive at the land which is to make 
our fortunes." 

While they were thus speaking the ship began to roll 
from side to side, and appeared to be dashing wildly 
through the water in a way she had never done before. 
What could it mean ? Could it possibly be that they were 
already in the rapids above the falls ? Yet that low ominous 
roar grew distincter every minute and was heard above the 
pelting of the descending storm. 

In real terror many now rushed up on deck, when the 
horror of their situation burst upon them. There was no 
room for doubt now. There, through the blinding darkness, 
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and the cutting rain, they saw they were being swept along 
in the foaming rapids. Caught by those cruel waves, the 
vessel was tossed about like a leaf, while billow after billow 
breaking over her tore many a passenger from the rigging to 
which he was clinging in his despair, and washed him over- 
board into the stream. O the cries of agony, the shrieks of 
terror which arose from those lost ones, as they found them- 
selves hurried along to destruction ! " Fools, fools that we 
were," they groaned, " not to make the safety of our course 
the first question of all !^ Why were we blind to the signs 
which should have guided us ! Why deaf to the warnings 
we received ! ^ What are the pleasures of the journey, or the 
visions of profit to us now !^ Yet these things deceived us ! 
We might have saved ourselves while there was time as the 
others did, but now we are lost ! lost ! lost !" * 

And with one frightful lurch the ship was hurled over 
the precipice. 

Such, then, is our story. " Rather a dolorous one to 
begin the new year with," do you say ? Well, at all events, 
I hope it will suggest some solemn thoughts, for there is a 
time, as Solomon tells us, when it is good to be serious 
and thoughtful, just as there is a time when it is good to 

* Prov. xiv. 32. ^ S. Luke x. 42. 

' Isa. ii. 20. * Acts ii. 40. 
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laugh and be merry ; and it is difficult to imagine a fitter 
time to be serious than the entering upon another year. 
We cannot help feeling that the great stream of Time is in- 
deed bearing us onward. New Year's Day is a landmark 
which we cannot help noticing as we drift along, and it tells 
us that another of those divisions of time which we call years ^ 
— ^so few of which make up our lives, — ^is gone ; that is, we 
are so much ^irther down the stream than we were this day 
last year. 

How can we then help asking, Where are we drifting so 
&st to ? If it is true that there is a broad as well as a nar- 
row way, a path that leads to death as well as one to life, 
surely we could not have a better time for examining and 
proving ourselves as to which we have taken. 

Before we were old enough to decide one way or the 
other, our life was like that river of the story before it 
branched. But for every human soul there is a point in its 
career when it turns either towards God or away from Him. 
Either turn may be made very gradually, perhaps impercep- 
tibly ; but be that as it may, by looking at those signs which 
the Bible tells us of,^ we can have no difficulty in discovering 
whether, with all our faults and shortcomings, we have 
chosen aright, and are struggling GoD-wards, or, with all our 
good nature and freedom from any gross crime, are drifting 

^ I S. John iiu lo. 
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quietly down to destruction. We must have taken one 
course or the other ; if not upon the right course, we must 
be upon the wrong ; and what a thought it is, that upon 
these years and days and hours, we may be gliding heed- 
lessly on to the utter wreck of body and soul ! 

Ask yourselves, then, this New Yearns Day, Where is the 
stream of Time taking you ? Are you sure that your life, as 
you are living it now, is carrying you onward and nearer to 
God ? Are you quite certain that it is bearing you, even if 
need be through temptation and trials, to the blessed land 
of eternal life ? If you are not, do not remain one day, one 
hour longer upon the broad course which you know ends in 
death. Think what folly it was of those deluded voyagers of 
our story to do so. Rather, like the inquiring and sensible 
ones, escape for your life while you may. You do not know 
the length of the river. The roar of the cataract may be 
even now within hearing. See then to it, that you are in- 
deed on the safe, albeit narrow course \ see to it as the thing 
of first importance, for if there is a mistake here, all else 
is wrong ; see to it at once, for " Brethren, the time is 
short." 
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** I write unto you, young men, because ye have overcome the wicked 

One." — I S. John ii. 13. 

TN olden days, when the greater part of England was 
either swamp or forest, and wild beasts, such as we 
never see at large now, were the terror of the inhabitants, 
there dwelt in a remote village a young man whose name 
was Anathema.^ 

This youth was the pest and torment of the neighbour- 
hood. Selfishness had grown upon him to such a degree 
that he cared nothing what suffering he brought upon others 
so that he gratified some passing whim. Even when a boy 
he would scare away the fish from the river when the nets 
were about to be cast, or let the game out of the snares, that 

* I.e. Dedicated to God. Anathema is Devoted to destruction. 
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he might enjoy the disappointment of the villagers as they 
came back empty-handed and disheartened to their famish- 
ing wives and children. And as he grew up these evil dis- 
positions grew up also ; and being a young man of wonderful 
strength he indulged them to the full, caring nothing for the 
wrongs he inflicted upon others, nor for the wrath of the in- 
jured people. Cruel, wilful, selfish, slothful — such was 
Anathema ! 

But how, you ask, did he come by this strange name ? 

A singular event had occurred at his baptism. In those 
days there were but few churches throughout the country, 
and none at all in the forest districts, and had it not been 
for the few mission priests who travelled alone and on foot 
from village to village preaching the Word of God and ad- 
ministering the Blessed Sacraments, the inhabitants must 
have lived and died like heathens. While the lad was yet 
an infant, one of these holy men came to the village, and 
the child was carried by his parents to be baptized. A way- 
side spring welling up beneath the shadow of an ancient oak 
was the font, the great tree branching overhead the bap- 
tistery. The priest had begun to recite the holy words of 
the Office when a knight attended by a few companions came 
riding towards the spot. Perceiving that a solemn rite was 
being administered they stopped, and the knight, giving the 
reins to one of his attendants, came and knelt down very 
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reverently among the humble group. The words of conse- 
cration of the water were said, and the mother was about to 
present her little one to the priest, when the stranger took 
liim gently into his arms and gazing at him awhile solemnly, 
yet so mildly, that the babe showed no signs of fear, said in 
a low voice : " Grant me, my friends, this boon, that I may 
call this infant mine in Holy Baptism, giving him his name ; 
for as surely as fair bud giveth promise of fair flower, so 
surely doth this fair child, — nor saw I ever child so fair, — 
give promise of a noble manhood." 

All abashed by so splendid a knight condescending to 
embrace their child, the humble parents could only stammer 
out a few broken words of thanks. 

The priest now demanded the infant's name, when the 
stranger spake aloud and said, " His name is Anathema, for 
he shall serve none other than the Christ, and fight for 
Him, and under Him, the King, and gain through con- 
quered flesh the spiritual crown."^ 

The ceremony ended, the knight took a courteous leave 
of the astonished parents, and mounting his steed was soon 
lost from view in the forest, nor could any one tell his name 
nor where he had come from. 

Such was the story of Anathema's baptism, and many a 
time did his parents, as they wept over his uncontrollable 

^ I Cor. ix. 25. 
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perverseness and violence, deem that the stranger knight 
had erred in saying that the child was bom for good, and 
not evil, for his deeds, as he grew up, savoured much less of 
heaven than of hell. And year after year passed by, but the 
knight came not to see his wild godson, who was then, as 
he increased in strength and dexterity, and, I must add, in 
bodily beauty too, using for the Evil One the gifts of the 
gracious God. 

One evening in the autumn when the trees were weeping 
their leafy tears because the summer days were gone, the 
villagers were thrown into a state of excitement by the news 
that the King, who had been hunting in the neighbourhood, 
was to pass that way. Few as they were, they all came out 
of their poor huts, and stood in the street to greet him as he 
passed. Seldom as these forest folk saw their King, his 
mighty deeds were not unknown to them, and they knew 
how he had beaten back the heathen who had invaded the 
land, how he had laid his strong hand upon all oppressors, 
how he had founded cities, and framed just and righteous 
laws, and they blessed his name for all these things that he 
had done. And the wild Anathema himself would at times 
sit lost in thought as he heard strangers rehearse these mighty 
deeds, so that the King's name had become the one thing he 
revered, for being strong and fond of fighting, the tales of 
the King's bravery and strength filled him with a rough as- 
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tonishment, which was the nearest feeling to worship he had 
ever experienced. And now that the King himself was com- 
ing that way none longed to see his face so vehemently as 
this wild wayward youth. 

The sound of horns now gave notice of the approach of 
the royal party, and one after another the horsemen clad in 
hunting apparel trotted past the admiring peasants, and last 
came the great King himself; but he, instead of riding past 
like the others, reined up his horse where the . crowd was 
thickest and said, " My good friends, is there dwelling in 
your village a boy, — nay, a young man by this time, — known 
by the name of Anathema ?" 

The lad himself was standing bareheaded close to the 
King as he spoke, and hearing his name thus called, turned 
red with confusion, and would have run away, but that his 
companions held him ; while his parents, looking earnestly 
upon the face of the King, felt they had seen him before, 
and it was but a moment ere the truth flashed upon them, 
and they exclaimed, scarcely knowing what they said, " The 
Stranger Knight ! the Godfather ! the King !" 

The youth, all confounded and abashed, was brought 
before the Monarch, who looking at him earnestly said : 
" Eighteen years ago at yonder holy well I claimed thee for 
the Christ, and vowed that thou shouldest serve Him as 
His soldier, and under Him the King ; for fair thou wast 
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beyond all other babes, as though the good God had set 
His seal upon thee to be a chosen vessel for His service." 

At these gracious words poor Anathema sank down upon 
his knees in the road, and the remembrance of 'all his wild 
life, his wasted powers, came in agony across his mind, — his 
wilfulness, his cruelty, his selfishness, his sloth; and he 
could only gasp out in broken sobs, " O King, I am not 
worthy." 

" My child," answered the Monarch, " I claim thee now, 
not because thou art worthy, but because thou art my god- 
son. That this honour was thine thou hast not known, 
now thou knowest ; arise then, cleanse thy life, cast away 
the sin that shames thee, and be as the noblest. Brave 
thou art, or thy face deceives, and strong as the wolf 
of the mountains ; be more than these things now -} be 
meek, be pure, be true ; that I, when I shall come again in 
the spring-time, may claim thee as mine own tried and 
trusty soldier." 

He ceased, and then unbuckling his sword from his side, 
he gave it to the astonished youth, adding, "T claim thy 
manhood as I claimed thine infancy for the Christ. Take 
this sword in token that thou art His soldier and mine. 
Hereafter shalt thou fight at my side against all that is 
against the Kingdom of God. But first must thou fight a 

* 2 S. Pet. i. 5, 6. 
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more difficult fight : conquer thyself; cast out the sins that 
shame thee, and so through conquered flesh press to the 
spiritual crown." 

Followed by his attendants, the King rode onward, leaving 
the poor lad kneeling speechless and amazed in the road, 
clasping the King's good sword passionately to his heart. 

For three days ^ he went about like one in a dream, speak- 
ing to nobody, scarce heeding when spoken to, shunning all 
company, while every now and then a groan would burst 
from his labouring breast as he muttered to himself, " Fool, 
fool that I am ! what have I been doing ! I, the godson of 
the great King himself, I, Anathema — the dedicated — ^living 
like a wolf and a swine !" while the big tears of shame and 
self-disgust ran down his cheeks. And after a while he 
would add, " The spring ! He said he would come again in 
the spring, and theft, if proved, he would take me for his 
soldier to fight at his side ! Grace indeed for me, who were 
worthier to have been slain as a wolf." Plunging into the 
solemn stillness of the heart of the forest, he threw himself 
upon his knees, and holding up his cross-hilted sword ex- 
claimed, " I swear, I swear, by this holy sign I swear to 
thee, O King, to be, God helping, the opposite of all I 
hitherto have been. Surely I will cast out the sin that 
shames me, and will cleanse my life." 

* Acts ix. 9. 
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A day or two after this he kissed his father and his mother 
very humbly, and bidding them believe him safe, nor search, 
and taking nothing but the sword and his bow, he plunged 
into the woods. 

In one of the loneliest recesses of the forest, upon a rocky 
ledge overhanging a river. Anathema built himself a rude 
dwelling place, half hut, half cave ; and when it was finished 
he said aloud to himself, " Now shall my accursed tempers, 
my lusts, my sloth, my wilfulness, my cruelty, fare worse 
than the wolves that come across my path."^ 

And then he made a few simple rules for himself. To 
subdue his accustomed sloth, he would rise from his bed of 
faggots at the first glimmer of dawn, and plunge into the 
river without regard to weather ; in fact, as the snow began 
to cover the ground, and the fi-osts to harden it, he rejoiced 
all the more to cast himself into the freezing stream, remem- 
bering how, in his old sloth and softness, he used to abhor 
so rough a bath.* And again, as skill and courage in the 
battle-field are best gained by skill and courage in the chase, 
he carried on a daily war against the powerful beasts of the 
wilds ; and the larger and the fiercer was the bear or the 
wolf he espied, the more cheerfully did he seek the encoun- 
ter. Many were the wounds he received in these forest 
battles, and he welcomed them not only as a deserved 

* Rom. viii. 13. ' CoL iii. 5. 
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penance for his former life, but as tokens that he was indeed 
already leaving that hated life behind, and was preparing 
manfully to serve the King in the time to come.^ 

This was his daily rule, both to harden his frame,^ and 
beat down his old love of ease and self-indulgence. Nor 
would he touch any meat but what he had taken in hunting, 
and even of that but sparingly, " For," said he, " the King's 
soldier must be temperate in all things."* 

And as he remembered how he had once delighted to ill- 
treat the weak and defenceless,* so now he resolved to dedi- 
cate his vast strength to their service, and when he observed 
the ravages of any wild animal near a forester's cottage, he 
never ceased till he had laid the injurious beast dead in the 
cottage doorway. And thus, thinking only to serve others, 
never himself,^ his native selfishness and sloth began to pass 
away.* 

The winter seemed neither long nor dreary to this deter- 
mined youth, and the tear of happy thankfulness would 
sometimes dim his eyes when he saw how truly Gk)D was 
giving him grace to weed the neglected garden of his heart. 
His only fear was lest the King, keeping his promise to come 

* Eph. vi. 12. 2 Rom. xii. i. 

' I Cor. ix. 25. ■* I Thess. v. 14. 

* " Omnis erat omnibus, sibi nuUus." — Epitaph in Toledo Cathedral, 
« GaL V. 16. 
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to him again, should find him still unworthy. And as now 
the flowers began to awaken from their sleep, and the birds 
to sing their forest-songs, he increased rather than diminished 
the penance he had laid upon himself. 

True to his word, the King returned to the village in the 
spring and inquired for his Godson, and then it was he 
learned how wild and wicked the lad's life had been ; and 
how, so the villagers said, being overcome by shame and 
remorse, at learning who was his Godfather, he had fled to 
the woods where in all probability he had long ago fallen a 
prey to the wild beasts. Then the King gave word for search 
to be made, and himself took part in it. After several days 
his servants brought word that the name of Anathema was 
unknown in the forest, but that a man of prodigious strength 
and skill was living alone in a distant part ; nor of him could 
they gather aught else than that the forest folk often sought 
his name that they might bless it, for he delivered them 
from the ravages of the wild animals, and brought the meat 
he took in hunting and gave it to those who were in want 
and could not seek it of themselves. 

On the following morning the King bade a forester guide 
him to the unknown recluse. 

That day had been one of sore trial to Anathema. In 
the forenoon he had discovered in his wanderings a wolfs 
den in which two cubs were lying asleep. Slaying the evil 
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brood, he was retracing his steps, when the old she-wolf, 
discovering her loss, traced and attacked him with incon- 
ceivable fury. Springing upon him she buried her fangs in 
his shoulder, so that, unable to use his sword, his only re- 
source was the sinewy strength of his hands. The struggle 
was long and deadly. He gripped his enemy by the throat, 
and not heeding the repeated wounds she gave him, slowly 
caused her choking to let go. Again and again when he 
thought the beast was strangled she wrenched herself loose 
and seized him once more with her murderous jaws, and 
well did that hunter perceive that had his self-discipline 
been less severe, and his strength in consequence one whit 
the weaker, he must have been overmatched and slain.^ At 
last the powers of the terrible creature began to slacken, 
when hurling her from him, before she could make another 
spring he plunged his sword through her body.^ Scarcely 
had he accomplished this, with an effort which fairly ex- 
hausted his strength, when a darkness came into his eyes, a 
cold faintness crept upon him, and he fell insensible upon 
the body of the still quivering wolf.* 

How long he lay there he never knew, but when he came 
to himself and opened his eyes he was amazed at finding 
many persons standing around him; and for a moment, 
owing to his weakness, he could not collect his senses suf- 

* Eph. vi. II. . ^ Rom. viii. 37. ^ j^g^. xii. 4. 

E 
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ficiently to understand where he was or recall the event of 
the morning. One voice, however, at once reanimated 
him — that same voice which had won him from his sin and 
shame, the voice which ever since had haunted him day and 
night, making the only music which had power to charm, 
quiet, and encourage him — the voice of the King himself ! 

" When as a babe I saw thee first," wer.e the words he 
heard, " I believed thee to be a vessel bom to honour, as 
a noble champion on the side of the Kingdom of the Light 
against the powers of darkness, and I claimed thee for 
Christ. I came again, and then the hour of darkness was 
upon thee ; Satan was blinding thee with his accursed en- 
chantment, and thou, O Child of the Day and of the Light; 
wast doing the works of Darkness. I spake and showed thee 
what thou wast — my son ; whose thou wast — the gracious 
Lord's." 

By this time the young man had raised himself and knelt 
leaning on his sword with both his trembling hands, listening 
to words which he but dimly comprehended at the time as 
the King continued : 

" Right nobly hast thou proved the prophecy of thy in- 
fancy, and hast shown thyself a manful soldier of the Light, 
slaying the sin within thee as thou hast slain this monstrous 
she-wolf Arise then, and follow me, and I, thy wounds 
being healed, will give thee armour and a goodly horse. 
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and at my side shall be thy place m the battle I ever wage 
against evil, oppression, and the greed of the invader ; and 
serving me thou shalt serve the Lord, and be a chosen vessel 
to do His will." 

Thus saying, the King took the still faint Anathema by 
the hand, and helped him to rise as he was, trembling and 
weak from loss of blood. To him it all seemed like a 
bright and happy vision ; and as he walked slowly and in 
silence supported by the King's arm, he felt as though 
he were indeed passing from darkness to light The old 
life of shame was now cast off and left behind for ever ; 
and it seemed as though the blessed angels were surround- 
ing him, rejoicing in their celestial songs that he had been 
endued with strength and had overcome the wicked One, 
and were claiming him, even him, as their fellow, and bid- 
ding him stand with them on the side of the Kingdom of 
God in the conflict they wage evermore against the shame- 
ful, the base, the false ; a conflict in which all who strive 
conquer, and all who conquer receive the spiritual crown. ^ 

* I Cor. XV. 57. 
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The Fountain. 

** And they shall walk with Me in white." — Rev. iii. 4. 

'T'HE invitation which the King had proclaimed seemed 
almost too good to be true, and yet it was offered to 
every one of his subjects, high and low, rich and poor, 
young and old alike.^ Lest anybody should say he had 
not heard of it, it was carried by trusty messengers into 
all parts of the kingdom, and the people rejoiced when 
they heard it, as well they might, for it was good news 
indeed, and just the thing which their circumstances re- 
quired. 

Their position was in all respects singular. The kingdom 
had been so worried and wasted in former days by an enemy 

* S. Mark xvi. 15. 



The Fount ah. S3 



who was still on the alert to destroy, that it had never re- 
covered its original richness and fertility, and it was only by 
severe and painful labour that the people could get a living 
at all.^ Then again, that same enemy who had devastated 
the land in former times, was always making attacks upon it 
still. He had striven to be king himself, but failing, did all 
in his power, — ^and that was a great deal, — to delude and 
deceive^ the people, and so decoy them into his territory to 
destroy them. Even this did not satisfy his spite and 
venom, for when he could not seduce them in this way, 
he would send evil beasts among them, poison their springs, 
or do anything else which he knew was injurious to them 
and insulting to their King.* There was much, then, to 
make the lives of these people very different from what their 
King had intended,* and he therefore sent them an invita- 
tion, which was the very thing which, in their oppressed 
and degraded circumstances, would give them the greatest 
joy.5 

And the invitation was that on a certain day which he 
had appointed, they should come to his palace, when he 
would give them a better country than what they were now 
living in, and that there he would appoint such as were fit 

* Gen. iii. i8, 19. ^ Rev. xx. 10. 

^ Acts XX. 29. * * S. Matth. xiii. 28. 

* S. Luke ii. 10. 



54 3^A^ Fountain. 



to high offices of dignity and trust, under his own immediate 
eye. And in this new and better life to which he invited 
them none of the evils they were now suffering from would 
be known, and the evil prince who had done so much to 
harm them, would never so much as be heard of more. 
This was the invitation : but it was given upon one condi- 
tion, upon which the King insisted, which was that all who 
came to his palace should come in white garments. 

Such a horror had he of anything like defilement, that he 
could not endure the least speck or spot upon the robes of 
any one who came into his presence,^ and therefore he de- 
clared plainly that if any one tried to force himself into the 
palace in unclean and defiled clothes, he would be cast out 
with shame and contempt.^ 

Entrusted with this invitation, coupled with the one 
condition, the King's messengers quitted his presence to go 
through the length and breadth of his dominions proclaim- 
ing it to all.* Multitudes gathered round and listened to 
them, and as they heard of all the good things offered by 
the King, heard that they, poor distressed people, were in- 
vited to his palace ; heard of all the splendours of his un- 
matched city ; that there was no night there nor darkness, 
that pain and sorrow, tears and death, were things unknown,* 

* Job XXV. 5. 2 S. Matth. xxii. 13. 

3 Rom. X. 18. ^ Rev. xxi. 4. 



"The Fountain. 55 



there fell upon many as they listened an irresistible longing 
to forsake their sorrowful hopeless life, and set out to accept 
the offer. 

And faithful as the messengers had been in proclaiming 
the invitation, they were no less faithful in declaring and ex- 
plaining the condition coupled with it. They told the people 
that to enter the King's presence they must be perfectly pure 
and spotless, for that over the portals of his city gate it was 
written, There shall in no wise enter any thing that defileth} 
This condition, so imperatively insisted on by the King, 
rather changed the opinion of many with regard to the in- 
vitation. This, they all allowed, was certainly generous, but 
could not understand why he should be so particular about 
the clothes they came in. Some seriously began to look 
down at their garments, and for the first time became aware 
what a state of dirt and pollution they were in. Others, 
strange to say, were so troubled at the filthy condition of 
their neighbours and acquaintances, that they quite forgot to 
look to themselves ;2 while there were many who, although 
they had examined themselves closely, so they said, could 
not even see the lurid spots and stains with which they were 
bespattered from head to foot, and did not hesitate to assert 
that in case the King were,to send for them to-morrow, they 
were confident he would receive them with favour, and re- 

* Rev. xxi. 27. 2 S. Matth. vii. 3. 
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ward their cleanness with his highest distinctions.^ And so 
it came about that the very hardest part of the whole work 
of the messengers was to convince the people of their defile- 
ment, and make them feel the necessity of cleansing, if they 
were to appear before the King with any hope of winning 
his approval. 

How many of all those who heard the invitation and its 
annexed condition did honestly confess their unfitness to 
appear before the King, and their need of cleansing, it is 
impossible to say, but it seemed to be only a small propor- 
tion of the whole.' 

And even among these new difficulties arose. 

Many were inclined to be offended at being told that 
there was only one Fountain at which they could gain that 
absolute purity and whiteness which the King required. 
One man on hearing this cried aloud in disdain, " Are not 
the waters of my own part of the country as good as any 
the King can have ? may I not wash in them and be clean ?" 
and he turned and went away in a rage, but soon afterwards 
saw his folly and returned.* Then there were some who 
felt confident they could make their garments clean by their 
own hard work, and so they washed and washed, but for all 
their washing the scarlet stains would not come out,* and in 

^ S. Luke xviii. 11. 2 §, Matth. vii. 14. 

3 2 Kings V. 12. * Micah vi. 7. 
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truth they might just as well have tried to make a negro 
white, or remove the spots from the glossy flanks of the 
leopard.^ 

Some had recourse to another expedient. Finding it so 
difficult to remove the dirt, they daubed it over with white 
paint, and rubbed chalk upon it, and so well did they suc- 
ceed that many people were quite taken in, and praised 
them loudly for their respectable appearance f but the mes- 
sengers told them distinctly that the King would not be 
deceived by any such make-believe, but that the instant 
they came into his presence all this sham cleanness would 
drop off*, and they would stand before him not only as dis- 
obedient and unclean, but as deceivers, hypocrites, and 
liars, for whom a specially fearful punishment was reserved. 

But others had more sense, and when the invitation was 
proclaimed, not only heard it with delight, but saw at once 
that since the King could only receive those who came per- 
fectly clean into his presence, and had himself provided the 
only Fountain which could make them clean, it would be 
the worst of folly not to go directly to that and that alone. 
And so they came at once to the messengers, saying, " Sirs, 
where shall we find the Fountain the King has provided ?"* 

Right glad were these trusty ambassadors at this question, 
and with many an assurance of success they said that no- 

* Jer. xiii. 23. ^ §. Matth. xxiii. 28. ^ Acts xvi. 30. 
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thing gave the King greater pleasure than to know that his 
people were accepting his invitation, and asking their way 
to the Fountain where they would be made meet for his 
palace. And the messengers also gave them each a copy 
of a Book which the King had caused to be written to 
guide and encourage all who sought to appear in white 
before his presence. 

And as they opened it to read, their eyes fell upon the 
words, " Wash you, make you clean ; put away the evil of 
your doings from before Mine eyes. Come now and let 
us reason together, saith the Lord : though your sins be as 
scarlet, they shall be as white as snow j though they be red 
like crimson, they shall be as wool."^ And this inflamed 
their longing to be rid of those lurid marks and stains which 
every day seemed to grow more frightfully distinct and more 
intolerable to bear, and they cried out, in the words they 
found written in the Book, "Thou shalt purge me with 
hyssop, and I shall be clean : Thou shalt wash me, and I 
shall be whiter than snow."^ 

The directions given by the messengers were perfectly 
clear. The Fountain lay about three days' journey off,* and 
the path which led to it was not only narrow and stony, but 
was so overhung with c)rpress, poplar, willow, and other 
sombre trees, that the light scarcely reached it. The pilgrims 
* Isa. i. 16, 18. 2 pg, li, 7^ 3 Acts ix. 9. 
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were advised to fast much during the journey,^ and to 
spend the time in recalling one by one, so far as they 
could, how it was those condemning stains had come 
upon their garments. And just as they were setting out 
the messengers also told them that it had for ages been the 
custom to observe the anniversary of the day when the 
Fountain was originally opened, with every possible solem- 
nity, and that as they were leaving just three days before this 
great yearly commemoration, they would most likely arrive 
on the very day of its observance. 

The travellers then set out, and in accordance with the 
instructions they had received, began to consider how and 
when it was they came to their present state of impurity. 
Strangely enough the more they pondered the more they 
began to suspect that every one of their spots and stains 
was in some mysterious manner connected with deeds which 
they had done and words which they had spoken against 
what they knew was the King's will and command. And 
this suspicion ripened into conviction the more they read 
the Book which the messengers had put into their hands. 
And then when they thought of all the goodness and kind- 
ness of their King, shown both in his magnificent offer, as 
well as in providing the Fountain which enabled them to 
accept it, and of how insensible they had been to all his 

^ Joel ii. 12. 
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goodness, the loathing they felt at the stains and festering 
corruption which clung to their garments, witnessing as they 
did to their own wickedness and ingratitude, became insup- 
portable, and many a one cried out in his anguish, " I abhor 
myself, and repent in dust and ashes."^ One circumstance 
however caused them no little surprise. It sometimes hap- 
pened that either when the way was darkest or their self- 
condemnation keenest, they heard or fancied they heard far 
overhead fragments of songs such as the holy angels sing,* 
and it puzzled them greatly to imagine what it could be, 
and especially, if such music had anything to do with them, 
how it was that their suflferings did not excite dolorous wail- 
ings rather than strains of joy. 

As the third day of their quest began to dawn these poor 
broken-hearted, self-accusing people began to look for in- 
dications that the object of their pilgrimage was near. The 
first thing they noticed as the light began to dawn was that 
other companies besides themselves were seeking the 
Fountain also. There were many foreigners from many 
lands, and although uncouth in their attire and strange in 
their language, they evidently regarded themselves as sub- 
jects of the King as much as the rest, and felt that the 
cleansing Fount was for them as much as for others.* 

- Job xlii. 6. 2 s^ Luke xv. 7, 10. 

3 Rev. V. 9. 
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- And now a low soft strain of music — a sighing rather 
than a singing — ^was heard some distance ahead — 

** See the destined day arise ! 
See a willing Sacrifice, 
Jesus, to redeem our loss. 
Hangs upon the shameful Cross !" 

What; this strange wailing might mean they could not 
entirely comprehend, but it reminded them that the mes- 
sengers had told them, what they had almost forgotten, that 
this was the day of the great yearly commemoration of the 
opening of the Fountain, which they now began also to 
understand was something quite different to what they had 
at first imagined. Many more companies and travellers 
now appeared coming from all directions,^ from the East, 
and from the West, and from the North, and from the South 
to join in the solemn services of the day. 

And again the strain arose — 

"Thence the cleansing Water flowed, 
Mingling from Thy Side with Blood ; 
Sign to all attesting eyes 
Of the finished Sacrifice." 

And a strange awe came upon them as they listened, while 
many began to weep. 

* S. Luke xiii. 29. 
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It seemed as though four roads, stretching away in the 
direction of the four comers of the earth, met in the valley 
they had now entered, and at the spot where these roads 
crossed stood a Temple. This, so they soon guessed, con- 
tained the mysterious Fountain, and many expected that 
the first thing which would meet their eye as they entered 
would be the cleansing waters welling up from some sacred 
source, or gushing down perhaps from the living rock ; 
but others, pondering over the words they had heard, ex- 
pected to see something very diflferent. 

They drew near, and, with many others, prepared to enter 
at the door of the Sanctuary, and as thejj approached they 
heard from within these words — 

** Rock of ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee ; 
Let the Water and the Blood, 
From Thy wounded Side which flowed. 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Save from wrath and make me pure." 

The mystery of the Fountain deepened. Was it from 
Rock^ or Wounded Side^ that it flowed ? They had now 
passed with the others the low doorway, and joined the 
kneeling crowd within the hushed Sanctuary. In awestruck 

1 I Cor. X. 4. 2 s. John xix. 34. 
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fear they ventured at last to raise their eyes, when they 
became conscious of a wondrous Presence. They saw a 
stream indeed, but it was a stream of Blood, as it were, 
flowing from the wounds of One who had just died upon 
the Cross. His Blood then was the Fountain ; and he him- 
self was none other than the Son of the King, and had 
thus laid down his life^ that his Father's subjects might 
be enabled to accept the great Invitation -? and they, but 
for his love in thus dying for them, must have remained 
for ever under the tyranny and cruelty of the usurping Prince. 
They also learned that on this anniversary day, the King 
granted to such of his subjects as sought aright, to behold, 
as it were in vision, the scene of the Sacrifice which so many 
years ago had been offered up that all might be cleansed. 

Who could gaze upon that torn and bleeding Form with- 
out tears ! Who could see that Face, upon which love and 
suffering met, without most bitter pangs and remorse that 
such a Sacrifice was necessary that they might be made 
clean from the pollutions which formerly they had been so 
eager to contract ! And our pilgrims felt in their hearts an 
increasing adoration and thankfiilness when they looked 
upon the silent Form, and an intenser loathing than ever of 
themselves as they looked upon their own vileness and 
pollution. 

* S. John XV. 13. 2 , s, John i. 7. 
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Then it was as though another touchingly sweet hymn 
invited them to draw near — 

** O come and mourn with me awhile ; 
O come ye to the Saviour's Side ; 
O come, together let us mourn ; 
Jesus our Lord is crucified !" 

And yet again — 

* * Come, let us stand beneath the Cross ; 
So may the Blood from out His Side 
Fall gently on us drop by drop ; 
Jesus our Lord is crucified !" 

All was wonderful, mystic, spiritual ; but it seemed to 
each that the love, the compassion, the tenderness of that 
Holy Sufferer's Face, drew him to the foot of the Cross '} 
and, how they never could explain, that kneeling there, as 
they embraced those feet which for their sakes had been so 
grievously wounded, the drops of blood from the sacred 
heart which had but just ceased to beat did indeed fall upon 
them. How long they knelt there they never knew, for 
there are occasions when hours are moments, and moments 
hours, but when they came to themselves they were con- 
scious that their garments had become dean and pure, for 
the stains which had been as scarlet were white as snow, 

' 2 Cor. V. 14. 
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and the defilements which had been red as crimson were as 
wool, even as the promise had said. 

So great was the diflference between their present state and 
their former, that they could not understand, — could scarcely 
believe the change.^ It passed comprehension. But O, the 
relief, the joy to be delivered from that loathed pollution ! 
Gratitude and thanksgiving for the cleansing 3 love, bound- 
less love for the Cleanser* — these were the emotions which 
filled their hearts as they passed from the Sanctuary ; and 
then with others who also had been made clean, they sang 
in exulting tones — 

" Glory be to Jesus, 
Who, in bitter pains, 
Poured for us the life-blood 
From His sacred veins. 

" Grace and life eternal 
In that Blood I find, 
Blest be His compassion. 
Infinitely kind ! 

"Blest through endless ages 
Be the precious stream, 
"Which from endless torments 
Did the world redeem. 

• • • • 

1 Eph. V. 8. » S. Luke vii. 47. 
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** Lift ye then your voices ; 
Swell the mighty flood ; 
Louder still and louder 
Praise the precious Blood." 

When next I heard of those wise and obedient people 
who had been so thankful to accept the great invitation, so 
ready to seek the only Fountain which could give them 
that utter purity and whiteness which was the King's one 
condition of acceptance, they had, after waiting his good 
pleasure, been admitted into his glorious palace. There 
they had been welcomed by him himself to his home which 
from henceforth was to be their home for evermore. And 
when they saw what they now were, and contrasted it with 
what they had been in former days, they did indeed con- 
fess with tears of happiness that in the miserable, defiled, 
degraded state in which the King's messengers had come to 
them, eye had not seen, nor ear heard, neither had entered 
into the heart of any the things which they found had been 
included in the great invitation.^ 

And he who brought the news of their happy state said 
that so wondrously were they transformed from the poor 
grovelling creatures they had been, that he did not recog- 
nise them; and that seeking his perplexity one of the 
King's attendants had spoken to him and said, " What are 

* I Cor. ii. 9. 
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these which are arrayed in white robes, and whence came 
they?" adding, when he owned that he could give no 
answer, " These are they which came out of great tribula- 
tion, and have washed their robes, and made them white in 
the Blood of the Lamb. Therefore they are before the 
throne of God, and serve Him day and night in His 
temple : and He that sitteth on the throne shall dwell 
among them." 

And then, to show how diflferent their new life was from 
the old, the attendant continued, " They shall hunger no 
more, neither thirst any more ; neither shall the sun light 
on them, nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in the 
midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall lead them 
unto living fountains of water : and Got) shall wipe away 
all tears from their eyes."^ 



* Rev. vii. 13—17. 
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(faster. 

Questions and Answers. 

** Ask now the beasts, and they shall teach thee ; and the fowls of 
the air, and they shall tell thee : or speak to the earth, and it shall 
teach thee : and the fishes of the sea shall declare unto thee. 

** Who knoweth not in all these that the hand of the Lord hath 
wrought this ?" — Job xii. 7 — 9. 

T 1 rE are so accustomed to repeat the words, " I believe 
in ... . the Resurrection of the body" that we are 
apt to forget what a wonderful truth it is which we say we 
believe in. And not only is it far more wonderful and 
mysterious than we can possibly comprehend, but it is one 
of those things which we never could have known if God 
Himself had not expressly revealed it in that written Word 
which we call Holy Scripture. God speaks to us by two 
Words ; the written^ that is the Bible ; and the unwritten^ 
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that is, Nature or the natural things we see around uf, 
such as the earth under our feet and the heavens above, 
and all the wonders which they each contain. Now 
there are some things about God which we might have 
known without the express teaching of the Bible, as for 
example His goodness. You remember how S. Paul told 
those poor ignorant people of Lystra as they clustered 
around him and Barnabas, taking them for two of the gods, 
that the very rain from heaven, and fruitful seasons had 
been witnesses to them of the goodness and kindness of 
God. This was pointing then to one part of His un- 
written Word, — the seasons, as proclaiming His goodness, 
just as David points to another part of it — the heavens, 
as declaring His glory and greatness. But the whole 
universe could never have made us quite certain that the 
body shall rise again. Nothing but the written Word, or 
rather none but He Who is Himself the Word could have 
told us that wonderful truth. But though the Bible alone 
declares it plainly, the unwritten word points to it; and the 
story I am now going to tell you is intended to show you 
how it does so. 

And in writing this story I have done as Jotham did 
when he wanted to show the men of Shechem their ingrati- 
tude in choosing Abimelech for their king, that is, I have 
represented the plants and animals as understanding our 
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speech, and as capable of hearing questions and giving 
reasonable answers. 

A child lay sobbing on a newly made grave. It was her 
father's, and he had only been buried the day before. The 
strangeness and confusion of the last few days had sadly 
bewildered and frightened her, and now one terrible thought 
possessed her entirely — her papa was dead. During his 
illness she had been taken to see him, and could not under- 
stand why he was lying in bed all day instead of getting up 
as usual. It had frightened her to see him so pale and 
thin, and when he kissed her she thought it was so odd he 
should say " good-bye," as he was not going away on any 
journey. All this had sadly distressed her. And then she 
was awakened that same night by a confusion and noise in 
the house, and was startled by hearing her mother crying 
and sobbing violently, and she, poor little thing, had cried 
and sobbed too, although she scarcely knew why. 

And in the morning they told her that her papa was dead, 
and she asked what that meant. And they explained to 
her that God had called him away to a better life than this, 
and that he was gone, — that is, his soul was gone, and that 
only his body was left, and that must soon be buried in the 
earth. 

She had been taken to see him as he lay in his . quiet 
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coffin, and then she was not so frightened, he looked so 
peaceful and happy. A cross of roses lay upon his breast, 
and a circle of pure white lilies of the valley was upon 
his brow. And then she began to understand that he 
was really dead. She called him, but he took no notice ; 
she bent over and kissed him on the lips, but for the first 
time was not kissed back again ; and oh, how cold those 
silent lips felt ! 

How she spent the miserable day of the funeral she could 
not remember. Dreadful looking carriages had come to the 
house, and she and her mother were put into one of them, 
and then they drove slowly to church. Then there was a 
service, and the choir sang hymns, and after that they went 
into the churchyard, and they let the coffin in which her 
papa was lying down into the deep cold grave, while every- 
body around was shedding tears. How desolate and dismal 
the house looked when they reached home again ! Every- 
thing she saw reminded her of that dear papa. There were 
the books he used to teach her from, the playthings he had 
given her, and saddest of all, there was the photograph 
in which he had been taken with herself nestling into his 
bosom. Ah, how she cried when she saw that, and how 
gladly she would have given the whole world to have 
been folded again once more within those strong loving 
arms ! 
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In the evening her mother read aloud the chapter which 
describes the raising of Lazarus from the dead, and she 
could not help thinking that if the Lord Jesus were but 
on earth now, how she would run to Him and beg Him to 
come and call her papa out of that deep grave in the church- 
yard. And then they read together that wonderful chapter 
which they had heard in church at the time of the funeral. 
And those words about the glory of the celestial, and the 
glory of the terrestrial, and the glories of the sun, of the 
moon, and of the stars being like the resurrection of the 
dead, filled her with dreamy wonder. And she lay awake 
for hours thinking what it could mean. Were the dead 
indeed to rise again ? Was her papa to come out of that 
dreadful grave ? It seemed so utterly impossible ; and she 
thought and thought of it until she got quite bewildered 
and frightened, and at last fairly cried herself to sleep with 
the one crow:ning sorrow of the day upon her lips, " Papa 
is dead !" 

The next day her mamma allowed her to go by herself 
and take some flowers to scatter upon the grave. Scarcely 
however had she finished her task when the thought of all 
that had happened during the last few days — the sudden 
illness, the death, that calm sweet face in the coffin, the 
funeral, her own desolation, — came back to her memory 
with such overwhelming distinctness, that she fell down 
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upon the grave in an agony of grief, sobbing as if her little 
heart must break. 

Her tears seemed to relieve her, and after awhile she sat 
down under the hawthorn tree which overhung the grave 
to rest before returning home. And as she sat there in the 
quiet churchyard, the words she had heard at the funeral 
yesterday, as well as those her mother had read seemed to 
haunt her strangely. 

Was her papa really to come out of that deep pit and 
live again ? How could that be possible ! And yet what 
could all those solemn words about the Resurrection of the 
dead mean, if he was not to rise again ? Of course it would 
not say so in the Bible if it were not true, and yet it seemed 
so very strange ; she longed to ask somebody to explain it 
all to her. 

While she was talking in this way to herself she saw an 
earth-worm creeping in and out of the roots of the grass 
close by, and she could not help saying to it, 

" O worm, do you know anything about the Resurrection 
of the dead ? Can it be possible ? Will dear papa ever 
come to life again, do you think ?" 

" Why not }" said the earth-worm, stopping, " why not ? 
Other things that die and are buried live again." 

" No, do they ?" answered the child in astonishment, — 
" what things ?' 
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" Ah," said the worm, " I see a good deal of what goes 
on underground, and one thing in particular struck me very 
much when I first observed it. I saw the farmer come into 
the field which had been ploughed, — in fact I had been 
ploughed up too in one of the clods, and that is how I 
came to see what passed. Well, he came into the field, as 
I said, and began to throw away handful after handful of 
the good wheat which he had laboured so hard to gather 
in at harvest-time. 'Well,' I said to myself, *this is 
terrible waste !' Why was he so anxious about reaping the 
com, if it was only to throw it away again ? However, 
when I thought how much wiser the farmer piust be than I, 
I said I would just wait and see what came of it Well, 
after the grains of wheat had lain for some time in the cool 
soft earth they began to decay, and looked as if they were 
spoiling, and just as I was again beginning to blame the 
farmer for being so foolish I observed little roots come 
from each and strike downward into the soil, and then a 
very small spike of green began to push its way upwards 
towards the light. And the roots grew large and strong 
below, and the stalk grew tall and straight above, and so, 
instead of perishing, the com had in this way risen again to 
something very much better than the seed which had been 
sown.^ So after all the farmer was right, and I was wrong, 

* S. John xiL 24. 
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for when harvest time came he reaped those beautiful stalks 
of wheat, and as each bore atop an ear full of grain, for every 
seed that he had thrown into the earth he must have got 
forty or fifty in return." 

" I never thought of all that," said the little girl ; " how 
strange it seems !" 

" Well now," continued the worm, " if a grain of wheat 
after it is dead and buried rises again,^ why should not the 
bodies of dead people ?" 

" Only they never do," said the child with a sigh. 

" Wait and trust," replied the worm, " wait and trust.^ I 
thought the wheat was a long time showing signs of life. 
There may be reasons why your bodies have to wait still 
longer, — wait and trust." 

" But have you seen other things rise again ?" asked the 
little girl. 

" So far as I can make out evety thing that is buried does. 
The acorns do, the beech-nuts do, in fact all the seeds do, 
and I sometimes fancy even the very leaves themselves do, 
for they drop and decay, and feed the roots of the trees and 
plants, and when these come into blossom I cannot help say- 
ing to myself, * Ah, last year's leaves are this year's flowers.' " 

And while the child was wrapt in thought at all this the 
worm crept back again into the earth. 

1 I Cor. XV. 36, 37. ^ Rom. viii. 23. 
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At last a robin singing in the blooming hawthorn over- 
head awoke her from her reverie, and she said, 

" Robin, do you know anything about the Resurrection 
of the dead ? Do you think it likely ?" 

" Likely !" answered the bird, " why that is what I sing 
about all the autumn. I think it very likely, and I will 
tell you what first made me think so. Last Christmas as I 
was sitting in this very place I said to myself, ' The haw- 
thorn is dead ; the blossoms are gone, the leaves are gone, 
yes, the tree is surely dead!' And when I remembered 
how bright the hedges and meadows had been in the 
summer with flowers and insects, and how they were all cut 
down by the frosts and buried underneath the snow, I said, 
" Everything is dead ; flowers, trees, insects and all ; only 
the ivy on the church tower and the old yew-tree are still 
living. But I was quite wrong, for when spring came the 
snow all passed away, and the green leaves broke out upon 
the hawthorn, much more beautiful than the faded ones 
whiqh had dropped oflf in the autumn. And then came the 
flower-buds covering it with pearls like one of the brides 
I have seen come to church, and now only look what a 
mass of blossom it is, it is quite a pleasure to build one's 
nest in it ! In fact I think the Spring itself is a great 
Resurrection, and I do not at all see why there should not 
be another on a still larger scale." 
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" How strange it is that both you and the worm should 
have thought so much about all this coming to life again, 
whilst I am so ignorant," replied the child. "But tell 
me," she continued, addressing the bird who was going on 
building his nest, " how is it that the seeds die and rise 
again, and the trees after looking so dead come into leaf 
again, and yet the Spring does not bring one of these poor 
dead people who are buried here to life ?" 

" Wait and hope," sang the robin. " Perhaps they require 
a different sort of Spring to awake them."^ 

"Perhaps so, "said the, child falling into a strange dream 
of thought. 

At last she looked up into the blossoming depth of the 
tree over her head, and said half to herself, " I wonder if 
the hawthorn can tell me anything about the Resurrection?" 

"Well," answered the tree, "perhaps I can. And it was that 
robin you have been talking to who first set me thinking on 
the subject. He was bom in my arms, that is to say, his 
parents built their nest in my boughs, and when this nest 
was built I looked into it one day, and said to myself, * Why 
that* s a stone,' as I saw something hard and cold lying 
inside it. Well, the next day there was another, and at kst 
there were five. Yes, they certainly must be stones. So I 
spoke to the old birds, and asked them why they put stones 

^ Isa. xxvi. 19. 
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in their nest * Stones !' they cried both at once, * these are 
not stonesj they are our beautiful eggs.' * And pray what is 
the good of eggs ?' I continued, for it wis the first time I 
had ever seen a bird's nest. * Good of them ! why they will 
become dear little robins/ So I said nothing, but thought 
I would wait, and again and again when the birds left the 
nest for a few minutes I looked at these five motionless 
things so like stones. I called to them, but they took no 
notice. I touched them with my blossoms, but they never 
felt it.'' 

" Just as I called to my poor papa, and he never stirred, 
and kissed his cheek, but he took no notice !" cried the 
little girl. 

"So after I had examined these eggs,** continued the 
bush, not noticing the interruption, " I felt sure I was right, 
and that the robins were wrong, for how was it to be expected 
such dead looking things could ever become living birds ? 
But I was mistaken. The old birds continued to sit by 
turns on the nest, and before long the eggs actually did 
become little living robins, and they grew up, and that is 
one of them whom you have been talking to. So after that 
I can quite believe anything that looks as dead as those 
eggs coming to life." 

" But poor papa looked so unlike himself, and although 
he was so beautiful, still he was quite wasted away and so 
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thin. Do you think that if he lives again he will look as 
he did in the coffin ?'' 

" I am afraid I cannot answer that question," whispered 
the tree ; " but here comes somebody who can tell you more 
about such things than I can, and more I suspect than 
either the worm or the robin, and people do say that he 
has really been dead, or something very like it, himself, and 
come to life again." 

And a beautiful tortoise-shell butterfly, attracted by the 
odour of the May, came sailing along, and settled at last 
upon a cluster of flowers which had but just opened. 

" O you lovely butterfly," exclaimed the delighted child, 
" tell me, do tell me all you know about the Resurrection of 
the dead. Can it be possible that poor papa who is dead 
will ever live again ? It seems too wonderful to be true ; 
and yet the worm who sees what goes on underground 
thinks it must be, the robin has no doubt of it, and the 
hawthorn quite believes it. I begin to feel quite happy, for 
they have helped me to understand some words which 
puzzled me sorely when I heard them read." 

" Can you remember what they were ?" asked the butterfly. 

And she repeated the passage, " But I would not have 
you to be ignorant, brethren, concerning them which are 
asleep, that ye sorrow not, even as others which have no 
hope. For if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, 
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even so them also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with 
Him/'i 

" Now what I want to know is this," said the insect, " if 
these beautiful words speak of people as being asleep^ why 
do you call them dead; and why do you say your papa is 
dead when, if these words are true, he is only sleeping ?"3 

" Really," said the child colouring, " I don't quite know, 
I suppose because other persons do." 

" At all events," replied the butterfly, " there is one other 
person who does not, and that is the person who wrote 
those words. Now listen to me, and I will tell you the 
story of my life, and I think I shall be able to prove to you 
that all your perplexity and trouble about whether the de- 
parted really do rise again comes from your thinking of 
them as dead, when, if I mistake not, and if those words 
you have just repeated do not deceive, they are only 
asleep."* 

This was a new idea for the little girl, and it filled her 
with astonishment. 

And the butterfly began his story. 

" Strange as you may think it, I have had two entirely 
different lives, and the former was so grovelling and mean 
compared with my present one, that my only wonder is I 
could ever endure it. I was a poor miserable caterpiUari 

* I Thess. iv, 13, 14. ^ Dan. xii. 2. » S. John xL 11. 
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and the great delight of my life was to eat stinging-nettles. 
How I did enjoy them, to be sure ! I scarcely thought of 
anything else from morning till night. And yet at times, if I 
recollect aright, I had strange longings to rise into the air and 
fly. But this was only now and then ; generally I only thought 
how nice it was to eat nettles, and how I hoped I should 
alwa)rs have plenty of them to eat.^ ThaJ was my old life. But 
at last an irresistible desire to sleep came over me, not the 
common sleep, as when one is tired at night, but a fuller, 
deeper, more satisfying sleep ; and I wove myself a bed in 
a quiet comer, and even as I was weaving it, I felt a won- 
drous change coming over me, and I had only just time to 
finish my preparations when the long strange sleep overcame 
me. How long I remained there senseless and motionless I 
never knew — the Autumn gales must have raved over me, 
and I never heard them, the cold snow may have covered 
me, and I never felt it." 

"Just like poor people in the grave," murmured the child. 

"Just so. But one glorious Spring morning I came to 
myself, and as I crept out of my bed I perceived that I was 
no longer a caterpillar at all ! It seemed as if my old 
yearning to fly had been realised, for I found myself fur- 
nished with these powerful wings, and when I began to try 
them I rose up into the air, and O, how supremely happy 

* Num. xL 5. 
G 
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I felt as I flew from garden to garden and from flower to 
flower ! And my old grovelling life, whenever I look back 
upon it, seems now like some miserable dream." 

''And do you still like nettles?'' innocently asked the child. 

" O don't speak of them — I can't endure even the thought 
of them now. The old life has passed away,^ and what fed 
that does not feed this. My transformed body requires far 
diflerent food, and this I now seek in the depths of fragrant 
flowers." 

" Then as you came out of your grave such a diflerent 
creatiure from what you were when you entered it, so much 
more happy and beautiful, perhaps papa when he awakes 
will be altogether diflerent and more beautiful and happy 
than he ever was before. And if so, this explains those 
words I never quite understood, * It is sown in corruption ; 
it is raised in incomiption : it is sown in dishonour ; it is 
raised in glory : it is sown in weakness ; it is raised in 
power : it is sown a natural body ; it is mised a spiritual 
body.'* I never could think what this meant, but now I 
am sure it must be that when the dead awake from their 
sleep as you did, they will come forth from the grave with 
a body as much more glorious than the one they were 
buried with, as your present state as a butterfly is more 
beautiful than your old one as a poor caterpillar." 

* JRev. xxL 4. 2 I Cor. xv. 42— 44* 
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" I am quite certain of it," said the insect, as he spread 
his lustrous wings for another flight ; " and," he added, " I 
sometimes think that we butterflies are sent into the world 
just to help people to believe this." 

O what a load had been taken off" that poor little child's 
half broken heart. Before leaving the churchyard she knelt 
down and kissed her father's grave, and said, 

" Dearest papa, you are only sleeping, you are not dead ; 
you will awake one day, and then how happy we shall 
all be !" 

And when she reached home her mother was astonished 
to see the radiant smile upon the little face which had gone 
out looking so pale and sorrowful. And the child looked 
up into her eyes with a serious happy gaze which her 
mamma had never seen before, and said softly, 

" Dear mamma, I have learnt something very wonderful 
to-day." 

" Indeed, my child," said her mother, " and what may 
that be?" 

Then drawing down her mother's head quite close to her, 
as though what she was going to say was too sacred to be 
spoken aloud, she whispered very softly and solenmly, 

" Dear papa is not dead, — ^he is only asleep 1" 






VII. 

« 

The Gold-diggers. 

" Grieve not the Holy Spirit of God whereby ye axe sealed unto the 
day of redemption." — Eph. iv. 30. 

T NEED scarcely tell you that at this season of Whitsun- 
tide our Church teaching bears special reference to God 
the Holy Spirit. The greater sermons, — those I mean 
which are addressed to congregations of grown-up people, — 
will naturally declare that He is really and truly God as 
the Father is, and as Jesus Christ the Son is ; and that 
He is a Person to be prayed to, listened to, and obeyed 
just as much as the other two Persons of the most Holy and 
Blessed Trinity. But speaking to children, and to those 
who in Christian lowliness are willing to be taught as chil- 
dren, I wiU relate a tale which may help you to understand 
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how it is that this Blessed Spirit, this Heavenly Dove, Who 
loves to come and dwell in the heart that is kept pure for 
His presence, will, if this sanctuary is allowed to become 
polluted and defiled, forsake it, and, at all events for a time 
if not for ever, leave it to itself. 

In the depths of the country, far away from any city, 
there was a village which for many years had been called 
the Happy Village, and its people the Happy people. 
Now the origin of this name was not perhaps what you 
would have imagined. It is true that in that peaceful 
region the fret and fever of busy towns never entered, but 
that was not the reason. It is also true that the soil was 
wonderfully fertile, producing fruits and flowers such as 
were scarcely to be seen elsewhere, and that the inhabitants, 
being industrious husbandmen, were prosperous and con- 
tented ; and yet it was none of these thmgs which had 
gained them the title of the Happy people. 

The reason was this. It was because these villagers were 
kind and gentle one to another,^ and lived together in per- 
fect harmony and peace. Every one tried to promote his 
neighbour's happiness and interest rather than his own. 
If any were sick, or in trouble, the others looked upon it as a 
burden which they tried as far as possible to bear for him.* 
* Eph. iv. 32. 2 Rom. xii. lo. ' GaL vi. 2. 
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But of course you ask, How was it that these villagers 
became so unlike most other people who go through the 
world outwitting each other, envying and hating, biting and 
devouring one another?^ Strange as it may seem, it was 
owing to the presence of a wonderful Bird which had come, 
they knew not whence, and taken up her abode in a grove 
near their village. I have. said it was a Bird, but no one 
for very many years* had actually seen her form ; it was 
rather the marvellous song, the wondrous V6ice, which the 
people had got into the habit of speaking of as the Visitor 
Bird. 

Now there were many wonderful things connected with 
this song which showed how diflferent the Singer was from all 
other birds. For instance, whoever listened humbly and 
attentively could understand what it meant, just as plainly 
as if it had been spoken in words. Then again, although 
many might be listening at the same time, the song 
seemed addressed to each according as each had need.^ 
But the strangest thing of all was the influence or spell 
which it threw over all who listened. If any of the vil- 
lagers were in sorrow, — if, for instance, a son had lost 
his mother, or a mother her child, a husband his wife, or 
a wife her husband, — ^if the person in trouble went and 
listened to the voice of this wondrous Visitor, a feeling of 
» Gal. V. 1$. 2 s. Matth. iii. i6. » Acts IL 8. 
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resignation, peace, and of power to endure would steal 
into his heart, and those who came forth from their 
homes with bowed down heads and breaking hearts, would 
return strengthened and comforted, with eyes raised full 
of hope and comfort to the stars.^ Or again, if any 
two of the villagers had fallen out, and harboured feelings 
of anger and resentment towards each other, the unseen 
Bird would sing of the happiness of brotherly love* and for- 
giveness in such winning strains, that all the anger melted 
from their bosoms like snow from the hills in spring, 
and they would hasten back, each anxious to be the first 
to confess his fault, and make restitution for the wrong.' 

I have said that the song of this unseen Visitor seemed to 
speak as plainly as words, and thus it was that the villagers 
came to know why she had chosen their neighbourhood 
above all others as her dwelling-place. It seemed as though 
she said, " I choose my abode here because the air is purer 
and the streams clearer than I can find elsewhere, and espe- 
cially I love this spot because it is set apart exclusively for my 
habitation."* No wonder then that the villagers guarded that 
grove sacredly, lest by mischance its quiet should be pro- 
faned, its air polluted, or its crystal stream defiled, and so 
its mysterious Occupant be tempted to depart. 

1 S. John xiv. i6. ^ GaL v. 22. 

* Col. iii. 13. < I Cor. vi. 19. 
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And thus things went on in that happy village for many a 
year, the inhabitants taking good care that nothing which 
could grieve or offend the Visitor Bird should approach her; 
grove, and she on her part loving to dwell there in order to 
comfort, advise, instruct, and soothe those simple people by 
the ministry of her celestial song. 

At last, one stormy day in winter, a labourer while digging 
in a field near the grove, turned up some lumps of a sub- 
stance which he saw was gold. He showed them to his 
neighbours, and they too said that it was indeed the pre- 
cious metal. A frenzy of excitement seized the villagers at 
the discovery. Every one thought his fortune was made. 
Ordinary occupations and duties were thrown aside, and all 
hurried oflf to the field near the grove to search for gold. 
Alas, in how short a time was the whole character of these 
once happy people changed ! The kindness, goodwill, and 
unselfishness which they had been accustomed to show to- 
wards each other at once gave place to hatred, quarrelling, 
and grasping covetousness !^ There were endless contentions 
for the best places to dig in, fierce heart-burnings and envy- 
ings if one were more fortunate than his neighbours, and 
lasting ill-will sprang up between the lucky and unlucky 
adventurers. 

Then after nightfall, dark deeds of violence became com- 

^ I Tim. vi. 9, lo. 
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mon, and it often happened that a man who had been par- 
ticularly fortunate in finding gold in the day would be set 
upon on his way home, murdered and plundered.^ On the 
other hand, many of the successful diggers would spend the 
night in the very grove which had been kept so sacredly 
apart for the holy Visitor, and there spend the hours of 
darkness with their friends in revellings, drunkenness, and 
all sorts of shame and uncleanness.^ 

But where all this time was the sweet Voice which formerly 
had such power to restrain ? Alas, it sang loudly and clearly 
to the poor bewitched men in strains they could well have 
understood had they only listened. But they would not 
hearken, and some even thrust pieces of gold into their 
ears if her singing disturbed them at their work, and began 
to make them wish to leave off.* And that compassionate 
Bird was sore distressed. It grieved her that they would not 
listen to her voice, for she knew the sorrow and the misery 
they were bringing upon themselves by rejecting her warn- 
ings. In order to escape the tumult and riotings of the 
diggers, she retired to the stiller and more secluded part of 
the grove ; yet at eventide when the sun was setting she 
would come quite near to where the miners were at work 
and chant her heavenly song, and it seemed as though she 
were pleading with them, and telling them she could not 
» Gal. V. 21. 2 I Cor. iii. 17. » Col. iu. $. 
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endure such profanation of her chosen abode, and that if they 
still turned a deaf ear to her warnings, she must forsake them 
altogether, and find an abiding place elsewhere. But the 
unhappy men would not listen, but went on wearying them- 
selves in the thick clay -} and at night her voice would take 
still more imploring tones, beseeching them by the love they 
used to bear her to take heed to her counsel, and once 
again become the happy people they used to be,— but they 
would not 

But worse was yet to come. These diggers found that 
the gold extended under the sacred grove, and so they 
began to cut down the very trees they had formerly guarded 
so jealously. And yet that gentle, long-suffering Bird still 
lingered on, so unwilling was she to leave the spot where she 
had once been a welcome guest; but now, driven to the 
only quiet comer left, she sat there silent, grieved, dejected. 
Finding her holy song unheeded and uncared for, she sang 
no more. She prepared to depart, and yet it pained her to 
leave these infatuated people, who, in spite of all the gold 
they had secured, were every day becoming more and more 
careworn and wretched. 

How much longer she might have borne with all this 
neglect no one can tell ; but soon an additional insult was 
offered her which made any longer stay impossible. More 

' Hab. ii. 6. 
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than half of the grove, where no stranger had formerly been 
allowed even to enter, had been cut down. The stream in its 
midst, once so clear and bright, was polluted, and now they 
began to poison the very air. The gold-diggers had dis- 
covered that they could increase their profits if they smelted 
the ore on the spot. Whereupon furnaces were constructed, 
tall chimneys built, and in a short time the atmosphere be- 
came foul and unwholesome 3 and the trees, poisoned by the 
fumes of those vomiting furnaces, began to wither and die. 

This was more than even that gentle, patient, long-suffer- 
ing Dove could bear; and uttering one last despairing appeal 
to the hardened men who had loved her once ; slowly, sor- 
rowfully, unwillingly, she spread her snow-white wings and 
departed.^ 

For a time no one missed the song to which they had so 
long been callous and indifferent. But soon after the 
flight of the Bird the gold began to fail. The miners dug 
deep, but the deeper they dug the less they found. The 
supply, which had only lain near the surface, was evidently 
worked out, and now in their enforced leisure the villagers 
remembered their former joy and comfort, and were over- 
whelmed with confusion at the thought that in their grasping 
for gold, and anxiety to make their fortunes, they had not 
only forgotten the sweet Voice they used to love, but actu- 

* I Thess. V. 19; Ps. li. ii ; Isa, IviL 17. 



g2 The Gold-diggers. 

ally driven the holy Singer away by desecrating, polluting, 
and defiling her habitation. And then, too, they began to 
discover how they had bartered their happiness and peace 
for gain which gave them neither.^ In fact some of them, 
as they realised what they had done, actually hated the gold 
which had brought them so much misery. And there were 
others whose health had completely broken down under the 
strain and excitement of the gold-digging. It was sad to see 
them, for they knew that they were dying, and although they 
were rich now, and could buy anything they wanted, yet the 
power to enjoy was gone, and they thought, with a sadness 
which almost turned to despair, of their miserable mistake 
in choosing the gold which had turned them into wild beasts 
in the getting it, not one grain of which could they cany 
away with them when they died,^ and despising the sweetness 
of that pure song which would have shed over their last 
moments a peace, a content, a joy, a hope which nothing 
else could bestow. It was heart-rending, indeed, to hear 
the exceeding great and bitter cry which they uttered when 
they saw what they had forfeited ; but it was all in vain, 
they found no place for repentance, though, like Esau of 
old, they sought it carefully with tears.^ 

A meeting was at last held by the villagers to consult 
whether any means could be taken to induce the sorely 
^ / Tun. vL 9. 2 I Tim, vL 7. » Heb. xU. 17. 
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grieved Bird to return. There was little hope, it is true, 
for she had often warned them that when once driven away 
she very seldom came back ; and yet there was not one of 
these men who would not gladly have thrown all his gold 
into the nearest river to have heard but one note of that 
banished song once more. 

They resolved at all events to remove as far as might be 
every trace of the accursed gold-digging.^ The grove was 
again surrounded with a fence. Trees were planted in the 
place of those which had been so ruthlessly cut down. The 
furnaces and chimneys were levelled to the ground, and 
the stream which ran through the wood was most carefully 
cleansed.' These things the villagers did, and many were 
the prayers they uttered as they toiled, that the Visitor Bird, 
now doubly valued in her absence, would vouchsafe to 
return and dwell once more among them.' 

Winter by winter, and summer by summer, the years passed 
sadly away, but she did not return. Her grove indeed re- 
covered from the injuries, the new trees became as tall as 
the former ones had been, the stream ran pure and sparkling 
as of yore, and the people prayed and waited, and waited 
and prayed, bewailing with many tears their former madness 
and wickedness.* 

' Isa. i, 16. * Jer. iv. I. 

■ Jer. xxxvi. 3 , ^ Jer, xiv. 19 — 22, 
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One afternoon in early summer the village was in a state of 
excitement A Confirmation had been held by the Bishop 
in their old parish church that morning ; and, as far as any 
one could remember, it was the first time that holy rite had 
been administered in the village. Not only had young men 
and maidens, received the blessed sign of laying on of 
hands, but old people also, and amongst these were many 
of the now aged gold-diggers of former years. Ah, how 
earnestly they had prayed that morning for forgiveness, 
and it seemed as though something within their hearts told 
them that some great happiness was at hand. 

And as evening drew on the villagers, according to their 
custom, sat in little groups beneath their cottage porches, 
over which honeysuckles and roses climbed in rich excess, 
fiUmg the evening air with peaceful fragrance. The younger 
people wandered afield in twos and threes, meditating over 
the holy services of the morning. Presently one of these, a 
young girl, still wearing the snow-white dress she had been 
confirmed in,^ came running up to the old people, saying, 
" In yonder grove, where no one is allowed to enter, there 
is a Bitd we never heard before, singing, O so divinely, I 
could hardly tear myself away to come and tell you !" 

The old villagers looked at one another in silence, and 

their eyes filled with tears. They perceived that their 

prayers were answered, and yet they hardly dared to believe 

1 S. Mattli. V. %. 
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that the sweet Visitor of bygone days had indeed returned, 
and that it was to be granted to them to hear once again her 
heavenly song. And although some were so infirm that 
they needed all the support that stick or crutch or kindly 
arm could afford, none would be left behind, and a touching 
sight it was to see these poor old people tottering up the 
path which led to the grove. But at last they all gathered 
together at the very spot where in their younger days they 
had used to resort to listen to the unseen Dweller. And 
being there, one after another they knelt down almost uncon- 
sciously as at the approach of something inexpressibly holy. 
Then from the depths of that leafy sanctuary were heard 
the notes of a sweet soft voice, the voice of bygone days, 
the voice for which they had prayed and waited so long. 
And the tears fell fast from the eyes of those aged ones as 
the beloved Visitor in her old familiar strains, sweeter than 
any words and sinking sooner to the heart,^ told them that 
she had come back not to blame but to comfort them, not 
to upbraid them for the past but to guide and shed peace 
upon them for the future, so that they might once again by 
the ministry of her abiding Presence become the happy 
people as of old. And as they knelt absorbed in the 
Divine song to which they would gladly have listened 
for ever, surrounded by the younger folk whose garments 
showed they had been partakers with them of the sga^^^ 

^ Rom. Niu. 26. 
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the laid-on hands, the sun sank in glorious state beneath 
the distant hills, and his departing beams seemed to rest, as 
it were in visible benediction, upon the grey hairs of those 
uncovered heads which were bowed in reverence before 
the celestial Singer. And it seemed as though she drew 
nearer to where they were kneeling, and sang the long- 
silent song which in former days had brought them such 
unspeakable blessings — the song of love, joy, peace, long- 
suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temperance.^ 
She ceased ; and then in the joy of assured forgiveness and 
of rapture at the restored Presence of their Guide and Com- 
forter, there arose from those trembling lips an answering 
hymn which no one could have heard unmoved, so pathetic 
were its accents as it ascended like incense on the summer- 
scented air. Feeble indeed in tone was their chant, but 
so full of gratitude, peace and holy joy, that it seemed the 
bejginning of a new song in heaven rather than the closing 
of an old one on earth : and they sang, — 

" Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace, 
according to Thy word : 

" For mine eyes have seen Thy salvation." 

1 Gal. V. 22, 23. 
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borders. l8mo. is. 

A CHBONICIiE OF DAT BT DAT. By Miss E. S. B. 
Sydnet. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

THE CHUBCH CATECHISM. With the Confirmation Ser- 
vice. Beautifully illustrated by Sir John Gilbert. Cheap edition, 
fid. J on tinted paper in cloth gilt edges, is. 

THE CHITBCHMAN'S COMF ANION. A Monthly Maga. 
zine. fid. 
First Series in 40 vols., cloth, published at 3s. fid. each, reduced to 38. 
Second Series, fi vols, cloth, 4s. each. 

Third Series, enlarged, commenced January, 1870. In half-yearly vo- 
lumes. 8vo., cloth, 4s. each. 

THE COASTS OF TTBE AND SIDON, a Narrative. By 
the Rev. S. C. Malan. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

CIiASSICAIi TALES AND IiEGENDS. By the late Rev. 
W. B. Flower. l8mo. 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 

CONVEBSATIONS ON THE HISTOBT OF BNG- 
IjAND, for the use of Children. By C. A. B. Edited by the Rev. 
J.Bainbs. 18mo. 2s. fid. 

THE CHUiD'S NE'W IjESSON BOOK, or Stories for Uttle 
Readers. Ifimo. is.; cloth, is. fid. 

DEEFDENE MINSTEB; or. Shadows and Sunshine. By 
Cecilia Mac Gregor. Fcap. 8vo. is. fid. 

A DBOF IN THE OCEAN ; or. Short Legends and Fairy Tales. 
By AoNxs and Bessie. Is. 
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BIiIiBN lOIHTON ; or, the Pic-nic. By Mrs. Stonb, author of 
" GoD'g Acre," •• The Art of Needlework," &c. l8mo. is. 6d. 

TIVETXINQ lOIETINGS ; or, the Pastor axnongr the Boys of his 
Flock. By C. M. S. Fcap.Rvo. 2s. fid. 

"SiSrSiBJjEiY, A Tale. Second edition. Fcap. 8yo. fis. 

!BSTH£jH MEBIjIB, and other Tales. By Mrs. Frances Vidal, 
author of " Tales of the Bnsh,'* &c. i8mo. is. fid. 

FANNY'S FIjO'WEBS ; or. Fun for the Nursery. With sereral 
engraving, is. 

THE FALIj of 0B(ESXTS : a Story from Herodotus. By the 
late Rev. W. Adams, author of " The Shadow of the Cross," "T%e 
Old Man's Home," &c. New edition. Fcap. evo, 2s. fid. 

FBIEDEBICK GOBDON, or the Stormingr of the Redan. By a 
Soldier's Daughter. Royal l8mo. is. 

FIjOT^TEBS and FBIJIT. For Uttle Children. S2nio. is. 

GENTIiE INFIjUENGE; or, The Cousin's Visit. By Miss 
F. M. Lbtett. Second edition. ISmo. is. 

GEBTBUDE DACBE. By the Author of '' The Sunbeam." Fcap. 
Svo. 28. 

GOING HOME. A Story. By F. G. W. Second edition. l8mo. 
cloth, is. fid. 

GBAGE AIjFOBD ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By C. M. Smith. 
l8mo. is. fid. 

HATHEBIjEIGH OBOSS. ByMrs. F. J. MiTCHBLL. l8mo. is. 

HAEBY'S HEIiF. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. . Square ifimo. is. 

HBNBIETTA'S "WTSH. A Tale. By the Author of "The 
Heir of RedclyfTe." Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. 6s. 

THE HOLY OHUBOH THBOXTGHOXTT Alili THE 
WOBIiD. By the Rev. S. Fox. l8mo. 2s. j cheap edition, is. 

HOIiIDAYB AT S. MABY'S. Containing Stories for Christmas, 
Easter, Midsummer, and Michaelmas. By the Author of ** Chronicles 
of S. Ma37's." ifimo. 2s. fid. 

HOIiIDAY HOUBS. By the Author of "The Little Comforters.'* 
32mo. is. 

HOME FOB 0HBI8TMAS. i8mo. is. fid. 

HOME TBIAIiS ; a Tale for the Middle Classes. By Mrs. Vidal. 
l8mo. 2s. 

HIGHEB CIjAIMB; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday School 
Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Sktmour. i8mo. is.; cl., is. fid. 

HTTiABY S. MAGNA; or. The Nearest Duty First. A Tale. 
Fcap. Svo. 4s. 

HXTBEBT NEVIIjIiE. By the Author of some of the " Stories on 
the Festivals," *' Church Stories," &c. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

ION' XESTE^. A Tale of True Friendship. By C. H. H. Fcap. 
Svo, 48, Od. 
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IN THE OHOm AND OUT OP THE OHOIB. ismo^ 
cloth, 18. 

IVO AND VEBENA; or, the Snowdrop. By the Author of 
" Cousin Rachel." l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

rVON. By the Author of " Aunt Agnes," and " Is he aerer ?" Fcap. 
Svo. 38. 6d. 

THE KING- OF A DAT ; or. Glimpses of French Life in the 
Fifteenth Century. By Florbncb Wilford. iSmo. 2b. 

IiITTIiE AIiICE AND HEB SIBTEB. Edited by the Rev. 
W. Grbslby. l6mo. 2s. 

IjITTIiE IiIVES and a GBEAT IiOVE. By Florkncx 
WiLFORD. Dedicated to the Children of the Society of the Love of 
Jbsus. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

lilTOY AND OHBISTIAN "WAINWBIGHT, and other 
Tales. By the Author of "Aggesden Vicarage," ''The Wynnes," 
&c. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

THE LOYAL HEABT, and other Tales for Boys. Translated 
from the German. By Francbs M. Wilbraham. With Engravings. 
Second edition. l8&o. 2s. 6d. cloth ; in a packet, 28. 

THE LOBD OP THE POBEST AND HIS VASSALS. 
By Mrs. C. F. Albxandbr. l6mo.* 2s. 6d. 

LIPE-AT-EASE INCUMBENTS. Sketches by Mark Parsons. 
Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

LOVING SEBVICE; or, a Sister*s Infiaence. By Eliza A. 
Batliss. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

A LIFE'S SEABCH. By E. S. B. Svonby. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

THE LITTLE OOMPOBTEBS, and other Tales. 32mo., 
cloth. Is. 

LESSONS FOB LITTLE OHILDBEN ON THE SEA- 
SONS OP THE GHIJBOH. ByC. A. R. Second edition, is. 

LESSONS FOB LITTL E OH ILDBEN FBOM THE 
HISTOBY OP THE CM U BOH. ByC.A. R. is. 

LOCAL LEGENDS. By the Author of ** CecU Dean," &c. l6mo. 
28. 6d. 

THE MAIDEN AUNT'S TALES. By S*.*M., author of "The 
Use of Sunshine," " Nina," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

MABY AND MILDBED. A Tale for Girls. Edited by the Rev. 
Stair Douglas. Second edition. l8mo. 2s. 

MAT^TT DENNIS ; or, the Engine- Driver. A Tale of the Railway. 
By the Author of "The Chorister Brothers," &c. Second edition. 
18mo. 2s. 

THE MASTEB OF OHUBCHILL ABBOTS, AND HIS 
LITTLE FBIENDS. By Florbncb Wilford. Fcap. 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 

THE B£EETING IN THE 'WILDEBNESS. An Tmagina- 
tion, wherehi Divine Love is set forth. By the Author of " ThA 
Divine Master." is. 
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MEMOIBS OF AN ABM-OHAIB. Written by himself. Edited 
■ by the Author of '* Marg^aret Stoorton/* '* The Missing: Sovereign," 

&c. Square l6mo. is. 

MEBCT DO'WJSfER ; or, Church and Chapel. l2ino., wrapper, 
0d. ; cloth, 18. 

MTT. T.Y WHEEIjEB. By the Author of " Amy Wilson.** l8mo. gd. 

i MINNIE'S BIBTHDAIT, and other Stories for Children. By 

Mari btta . With four Illustrations by Cuthbert Bede. Fcap . Sro. 2s. 

• MIDBTTMMEB HOIiIDATS AT FBINOE8 GBEEN. 

I By Mrs. Ecclbs, author of " The Riches of Poverty.'* 1 8mo. is. 

MY BIBTHDAT EVE. A Waking: Dream. With ornamental 
I borders, is. fid. 

NEDDIE'S OABE; or, "Suffer the Little Children.** With illus- 
{ trations. i6mo. is. fid. 

THE NOBLE ABMT OP MAETYBS. By the Rev. S. Foi. 
I l8mo., cloth, 2s. ; paper cover, is. 

NOBTHWODE PBIOBY. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the Author 
' of '* Evcrley.** Fcap. 8vo. lOs. fid. 

I A NOBIjE aim. ByANNiK Thomas (Mrs. Pender Cudlip.) Pub- 

j lished for the Benefit of the Devon House of Mercy. Fcap. 8vo., is. 

NIJNN'S COUBT : a Tale of Church Restoration. By Mrs. Frank 
I Pbttit. l8mo. is. 

NUB8EAMY. 8d. 

THE OIiD COXTBT HOUSE. A Tale. iSmo. is. 

ONE STOBY BY TWO AUTHOBS ; or, a Tale without a 
! Moral. By J. I., author of " A Rhyming Chronicle ;*' and F. M. L., 

I author of " Gentle Influence,** &c. Fcap. 8vo. ss. fid. 

! FABISH TAIiES. Reprinted firom the*' Tales of a London Parish.** 

In a packet, is. fid. 

THE FBISONEBS OF OBAIOMAC A THE. A Story of the 
I *"4fi.** Editedbythe Author of "The Divine Master.** ISmo. is. 

FIjAY and EABNEST. By Florbncb Wilford. Fcap. 8vo. 

6s. 

I THE QUEEN'S ISIjE. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, wherein 

Scripture truths are blended with Island beauties. By Rosa Rainb. 
I Fcap. 8vo. 8s. fid. 

j BAINY MOBNINGS WITH AUNT MABEIi. i8mo. 

^ Ss. fid. 

BOSA'S SUMMEB WANDEBINOS. By Rosa Rainx. 

I Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

BOBEBT AND EIjIiEN. l8mo. is. 

THE BOOT OF THE MATTEB; or, the Village Class. ls.| 
cloth, is. fid. 

BUTH IiE VISON ; or, Workhig and Waiting, is. ; cloth, is. fid. 

SAVONAMOliA, Scenes flrom the Life of. By C. M. P. iSmo. 
38, 6d, 
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SCENES OF STTBUBBAN IiIFE. By Anna B. F. Lkioh 
Spencer, aathor of "The Co Heiress of WiUingham/' &c. Fcap. 
8vo. 4s. 6d. 

SORIPTTJBB BEADING- LESSONS FOB LITTLE 
CHILDREN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the late Bishop 
OF Winchester, is. 6d. Second Series, 28. Complete in 1 vol. 2s.ffd. 

SISTEBS OF CHABITT. and some Visits with them. Being 
Letters to a Friend in England. Two Engravings, is. 

SNOW-BOUND IN CLEEBEBBIE G-BANGE. A Christ- 

mas Story. By G. E. Roberts. Dedicated to John Ruskin, Esq. 

2s. 6d. 
SNOWBALL ; and other Tales. By Isabella Forbes. Fcap. 8vo. 

2s. 6d. 
SOMEBODT. A Story for Children. By Stella Austin. With 

Illustrations. l6mo. 

SOMEBFOBD FBIOBT. By Cecilia Mac Grboob. Crown 

STOBIES O^ THE COMMANDMENTS. The First Table: 
" My Daty towards God." By the Rev. G. Hill. 18mo. is. 

STOBIES ON THE COMMANDMENTS. The Second 
Table : *' My Duty towards My Neighbour.*' By W. S. Rockstro. 
l8mo. is. 6d. 

The Two Parts in 1 vol. 2s. 

SCHOLAB'S NOSEG-AT. A Series of Tales and Conversations 
on Flowers. 32mo. is. 

STOBIES AND LESSONS ON THE FESTIVALS, 
FASTS, AND SAINTS' DATS. 32 books in a packet, 2s. 
In 3 vols., cloth, 3s. 

STOBIES OF CHBISTIAN JOY AND SOBBOW, or 

Home Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pearson. Containing Little Ruth 
Gray, Holy Stone, Hugh, Old Oliver Dale. l2mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

STOBIES ON THE BEATITUDES. By the Rev. G. F. 
Pearson, ismo. is. 

STOBT OF A DBEAM : a Mother's Version of the Olden Tale 
of " Little Red Riding Hood," wherein that tale is made to bear a 
Christian lesson. l8mo. is. 

STUMPS. A Story for Children. By Stella Austin. With eight 
Illustrations. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 

SUMMEBLEIGH MANOB; or. Brothers and Sisters. A Tale. 

F cap. 8vo. 4s. 
S7LVESTEB ENDEBBT, THE POET. By Louis Sand, 

author of " The Voices of Christmas." Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

TALES OF FAITH AND PBOVIDENCE. By the late 
Rev. W. B. Flower. l8mo. 2S. 

TALES OF CBOW3BIDGE WOBKHOUSE. ByM.A.B. 
With a Preface by Louisa Twining. i2mo., cloth, as. 

TALES OF THE EMPIBE; or. Scenes from the KV&Vxsr) ^\*Q&r^ 
House of Hapsburg. By the Rev. 3 . 1&k\«il%« ^ioasSEkSSt cA.NJsifc'''' VSs&fe^!!^ 
Archbishop Laud," &c. l^mo. \a. ^. 
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TAIjBS of a liOirDON FABISH, Ac. By the Autihor of 
** Tales of Kirkbeck.** Second edition, i8mo., as. 6d. 

TAIiES OF MY DUTY TOT^ABDS MY NEIOHBOUB. 
Slmo., IS. 

TAIiES FOB ME TO BISAD TO MYSBLF. With Twelve 
Engnivinffs drawn by Macquoid. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 

TAIiES of the ANCIEirT BBITISH CHT7BCH. New 
and cheaper edition, with an additional Tale. By the late Yen. 
Archdeacon Etans, author of *' The Rectory of Valehead," &c. 1 9mo. 
Ss. 6d. 

THINKHTQ- fob oneself : or, an Adventure of the 
Carewes. Reprinted ftrom " The Montnly Packet." l8mo. 2s. 

THE TWO G-ITABDIANS; or, Home in this World. By the 
Author of '*The Heir of Redclyffe." Fifth edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE TOWEB BUUiDEBS, and THE TWO MEB- 
CHAJ7TS. 6d. 

TINY FOLIiIE'S UPS AND DOWN'S. By the Author of 
" Neddie's Care." With illustrations. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 

TBITST. Bythe Author of **Begrinnings of Evil." l8mo. Ss. 

VANNY OBOFT. By the Author of '* Contraband Christmas," 
&c. l8mo. 2s. 

THE VOICES OF HABVEST. By the Right Rev. R. Milman, 
D.D., Lord Bishop of Calcutta. Fcap. 8vo. 8d.; cloth, is. 

A VHiIiAOE STOBY FOB VHiIiAOE MAIDENS. In 
Three Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy j or, the Three Starts in 
life. l8mo. 2s. Od. 

VOICES OF CHBISTMAS. A Tale. By Louis Sand. With 
an iUustnition by Dalziel. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

VOYAG-E TO THE FOBTIJNATE ISIjES. is.; cl. is. 6d. 

WAS IT A DBEAM P or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking— and THE 
NEW CHUBCHYABD ; or. Whose will be the First Grave ? 
By the Author of " Amy Herbert." is. 6d. ; paper, is. 

THE WAY THBOTTG-H THE DESEBT ; or, the Caravan. 
By the Right Rev. R. Milman, D.D.,Lord Bishop of Calcutta. Fcap. 
8vo. 6d.; doth is. 

WIIiIjIAM BIiAKE ; or, the English Farmer. By the Rev. W. E. 
Hbtgatb. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

A WINTEB IN THE EAST. In Letters to the Children at 
Home. By F. M. l8mo. 2s. 

THE WYNNES; or. Many Men, Many Minds. A Tale of every, 
day life. Fcap. 8vo. ss. 

THE WIDOW AND HEB SON ; and other Tales. Translated 
flrom the German. By the late Rev. W. B^ Flower. i8mo. 2s. 
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